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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This is an Alter Bridge AU, had this very capturing idea a few days ago and hope you enjoy reading it as much 
as | enjoy writing it! 


"The usual?" 

"The usual." 

Myles took a seat at the old worn down bar, his cheeks rosy from the cold and his long dark hair hanging into 
his eyes. One could say he was a handsome man but if you looked closer, all you could see was utter tiredness. 
The dull, lightless blue eyes and the dark rings beneath them were only tiny indicators of that lifelessness he 
felt, of that utter desperation. 


And the tiredness.. 


Taking a long gulp of the amber liquid the waiter had placed in front of him, he felt a little peace. But the 
usually comforting burning the alcohol left in his throat was slowly growing weaker, leaving him to be left with 
his damned thoughts once more. Those thoughts of not belonging, those thoughts that maybe he just should've 
taken the gun to his head and end it all for good the night before. But he'd chickened out of it again. 


Youre a failure, can't even pull a damn trigger 


Myles head sunk onto his hands, the clammy palms pressing against his ears to drown out that voice in his 


head. 
Youre worthless 


Squeezing his eyes shut to shield himself from the intruding thoughts he reached out for the glass of whiskey 
again, downing the remnants in one gulp while ignoring the sting that brought tears to his eyes. 


Too weak 


His hand groped for the small silver cross that always dangled from his neck by habit only to find it missing, 
remembering he had left it behind in the relentless fire that was his past. 


Sinner 


"Another one, mister®", the waiter's voice finally pulled him out of his twisted mind again, leaving him to give a 
light nod as an approval. As soon as the waiter turned away again though, he was back at battling the demons 
in his head while gripping his hair so tightly in despair that he was sure he'd pull them out if he wouldn't be 
more careful. But the pain of his scalp was soothing in a way, drowning out those voices in his head as well as 
the whiskey used to do. But he could still hear them, calling out his name to pull him down into the darkness 
with them. 


Myles.. You know you don't want this anymore.. Give in, just a little bit. 


He almost believed these demons but the voice speaking to him changed while talking, the seducing, promising 
whisper turning into sinister evil laughter while a loud scream echoed in the distance. 


The young man's breathing picked up speed, his eyes becoming glazed and unseeing while the grip on his hair 
tightened even further, one shivering hand reaching for the full glass of amber liquid and pulling it closer. He 
tried to concentrate on the way the liquid lapped at the thick glassy walls in silent waves, trying to keep 

himself from panicking and remain calm in any way but he was so close to shattering, so close to giving in to 


the darkness.. 


Then he heard the sound of music. A melancholy soft melody plucked from singing strings, and it was enough 
to clear his head of the intruding horrible thoughts for a little while, allowing him to raise his head and his 


eyes to focus once more. When he looked around for the cause of that beautiful melody, his gaze came to 


rest on a person with a dark hoodie and a black Beanie sitting in the small, stage-like corner with an acoustic 


guitar in his lap and his fingers dancing angelically and full of feeling across the steel strings. 


Completely fascinated Myles’ eyes followed the movement of those talented fingers that were seemingly 
unnoticed by everyone else, his demons slipping back into the shadowed corners of his mind while he closed his 
eyes and felt the music consuming him. For the first time in years, a small smile tugged at the edge of his 
mouth but the young man still refused to let it embrace him completely, his eyes opening once more to watch 


the movement of the stranger's fingers over the strings again. 


It was only when his eyes fluttered open that he noticed he was being watched by the unknown guitarist. By 
what he could see the person seemed to be male, a light beard at his chin and slight stubble on his cheeks 
confirming that thought even further. When their eyes locked, Myles could hear his own breathing quicken, but 
not in the way it had done before when he had had the little flashback that had almost been too much but in 


a rather positive way. 


The other man’s lips got tugged up into a soft smile and it was enough to clear a little more of the darkness 


from his soul, his lips slowly but surely forming a slight smile in return. 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Here comes the first chapter! Have fun reading and let me know what you think! :) 


Tossing and turning Myles moaned in pain in his sleep, his fists hitting the sheets to try and defend himself 
against his attacker in some way. His breath was coming in shallow, hectic pants and his whole body was 


covered in a layer of cold sweat, his eyes moving restlessly beneath their lids. 
"No.. Please don't..." 


One fist hitting the bedside table finally startled the young man awake, the shoot of pain through his wrist and 
the loud thump against heavy wood being enough to shock the life back into him. 


Blinking rapidly to clear his vision from the remains of his sleepy haze he sat up straight against the 
headboard, trying hard to calm his ragged, panicked breathing while focusing his gaze on his hands to have 
something constant to look at and calm his nerves a bit. The trembling in his fingers wasn't helpful at all, 
though, and he ran one of them through his hair, willing his mind to stop racing and making him so dizzy. 


With a sigh and a glance at the bedside table, he noticed that he probably wouldn't get any more sleep, either 
way, choosing to get up and take a walk instead. With a great fight against his tired bones, he managed to get 
up, making his way to the bathroom and into the shower to get rid of the cold sweat clinging to his muscles. 
Cold water managed to shock him back into the here and now, helping him to speed up the showering process 
and dress in a quicker way. Ignoring the cold, Myles made his way out in only a hoodie, plugging his headphones 
into his ears and turning The Beatles' "Yesterday" up loud. 


Shivering already he managed to find the way to his favorite park, sitting down on a bench to be able to watch 
the dark, star-peppered sky. It was oddly calming and he came to think that he might just stay in that very 
same spot and in that very same moment forever. But a strong shiver from the relentless cold let him know 
that that idea might not be ideal. Standing up again he glanced around at the street nearby, knowing exactly 
where to go. The "Wild Wind" was basically his second home by now. So he made his way over to the small bar 
on wobbly legs from way too little sleep and general exhaustion, avoiding looking at any person that passed him 
on the sidewalk. He knew that only shattered people walked around these streets at 3 am. and it did absolutely 


nothing to comfort him. He was one of them and he wasn't proud of it at all 


Refusing to let his thoughts drift off even further he pushed open the heavy wooden door, warmth spreading 
through his bones immediately due to the change in temperature. It wasn't even loud in there since there were 
only very few people scattered around the room, all of them on their own and drowning their sorrows in great 


amounts of alcohol. The usual group of three old men was there, too, playing cards without talking and downing 


their whiskey. They looked like they hadn't slept in days. Myles always wondered if they ever slept at all since 


they were always there, no matter at which weird hour he would enter the place. 


The young man wished he could hold up like that without sleeping but he was on the fifth day with only half 
an hour of restless sleep and almost dying of tiredness. He didn't eat a decent meal since he left his horrible 
past, too, and that was about three weeks ago. He was living on his last savings, moments away from falling 
down and never getting up again. He needed a job but he couldn't get one in that kind of condition, not when all 
he did was spend his last pennies on whiskey to drown out the demons that lived in his head. He was even close 
to losing the roof over his head, too, since paying the rent became nearly impossible in his state with a rapidly 


shrinking amount of money. 


Just as he was about to order his usual whiskey, he heard the door open and close behind him. Turning 
around, curious of who apart from him would enter the bar at this hour, he was met by a young man with a 
beanie on and a tired, drained look on his face. He had seen those warm greenish-brown eyes before and he 
instantly remembered how their sight had managed to make him smile in that horrible state of mind he had 
been in that night. It was the seemingly happy stranger with the guitar. 


The other man didn't notice him at first, taking off his jacket and beanie to hang them on one of the coat 
hooks next to the door and turning to the barkeeper to order a glass of whiskey. But when their gazes finally 
crossed, the stranger's eyes immediately widened in recognition, the slightest of smiles touching his rosy lips. 
Myles couldn't help but smile, too, quite shyly and not letting it reach his eyes yet but he got thrown out of 
the moment by the barkeeper addressing him. 


"What can | get you, man?" 

“The usual, please", he replied with a hoarse voice, using the distraction to stop looking at the other man 
sitting a few chairs further down the counter. He focused on the way the barkeeper poured the amber liquid 
into one of the crystalline glasses, tiredly searching for the wallet in his pockets. A male voice close to him 
startled him so much that he nearly jumped. 


"IFs my treat." 


His head snapping around, Myles found the young stranger he had watched beforehand leaning against the 
countertop right next to him, a warm smile on his lips and his head slightly cocked to the side. 


"Um, no, | think | can cover it", he whispered with a wavering voice, knowing that he was straight up lying to 
the other man and himself. His hand left the countertop to search for his wallet again but it got caught by a 
larger warmer one, Myles‘ gaze immediately snapping back up to the stranger's eyes. 


"| insist. Please." 


The stranger's pleadingly soft voice caused the dark-haired man to stop fighting, nodding softly with a sigh. 
When he noticed that the other man was still somehow holding his icy, slim hand he quickly freed it out of the 


grasp, gazing towards the barkeeper who was just placing his whiskey glass on the countertop with a rapid 
blush warming his pale, cool cheeks. He noticed that the other man didn't seek distance though so he chose to 


start some kind of conversation. 
| heard you play. It was beautiful” 


The other man chuckled softly at his remark, taking a seat on the barstool next to Myles’. The dark-haired 
one knew that the stranger was glad he hadn't pushed him away and he couldn't quite get that. Why would 
anyone push a guy like that away? Myles certainly couldn't help but feel special for being seen by such a 
talented man, 


"I saw you sitting here a lot of times. Didn't think you'd notice me." 


Myles closed his eyes at that, the demons nagging at his thoughts again at the mention of how often he 
fought them. His hand shot out to grasp his whiskey glass with a vice-like grip, raising it to his lips and 
downing half of it in one gulp. His shoulders continued to shake heavily, his jaw clenching and his eyes squeezed 
shut while the everlasting nightmare replayed in his head. 


Hl get you, Myles. You can never outrun me.. 

Sinner 

His eyes shot open when he felt a warm hand on his back, bringing him peace for a second. He saw the other 
man watching him with a worried expression on his face, hoping to reach through to him with his touch and no 
words. Myles was glad he chose to do it that way since he wasn't sure if he could even form a straight 


sentence. 


The warm fingers drawing some random pattern on the back of his hoodie finally helped him focus enough to 


get some words out of his mouth. 

‘lm sorry. | just-" 

‘Its alright", the stranger cut him off with a sincere smile, pulling his hand back to grab his whiskey glass and 
take a swig of the amber liquid. Myles immediately felt the cold creeping in on the warm spot the other man's 
hand had left on his back, shivering slightly and looking down at his own glass again in order to distract himself. 
"What's your name? You don't have to answer if you don't want to", the other man suddenly asked into the 
silence, Myles flinching at being addressed again Hesitating a bit he finally gave in, wetting his lips with the tip 
of his tongue before turning to the stranger again. 


Its Myles. Myles Kenedy." 


The other man's smile increased but Myles could still see the battle in his eyes. Something dark lingered on his 
soul, something worried that man. He seemed to be the light of the room yet the light didn’t quite reach his 
eyes. They were beautiful but they were as dull as Myles' own The dark-haired immediately wanted to know 


what could bother such a cheerful man. He wanted to know him. 


"What's yours?", he asked softly, watching as the other man smiled at him and how a tiny spark lit up his 
greenish-brown eyes. The sight was of such beauty that Myles wanted to see it again and again. He wanted to 
make that man smile and he wanted to bring the light back to his eyes. He didn't know where that emotion 
came from but it was so strong that it almost knocked him off of his barstool. Little did he know the other 


man was caught by that very same emotion 
"I'm Mark Tremonti. Very pleased to get to know you, Myles." 


"A pleasure meeting you, too, Mark" 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Here comes the second chapter! Feel free to comment and give me some feedback, | always love that :) 


Btw, | just wanted to say thank you to everyone who has already given this so much love without even 


particularly knowing the bands and/or the shipping! Thank you from the bottom of my heartlll <33 


For the whole next week, Mark couldn't seem to get that man out of his head. From the first time he'd seen 
him in the small bar, he knew something was going on with him. Something bad that was draining him 
completely. And from day one, Mark wanted to know what was up. He wanted to help him in any way he could 
but he didn't even know him. The guy didn't even know he existed, let alone his name. 


But the encounter of the last week had made him so happy, he couldn't actually believe it. Nothing was making 
him happy these days. 


Mark was a musician and his band Creed was just at the edge of a breakup. They had one or two hits but if 
they wouldn't come up with something new soon, they'd be gone for good in record time. The main problem 
was that he couldn't seem to come up with new song ideas at all, the sudden death of his mother just pulling 
him down further. And when he finally found out that his band's lead singer and best friend, Scott Stapp, was 
struggling with heavy drug abuse, his whole life just turned into one big hell. 


He'd turned to alcohol then, trying to push his problems away by numbing his mind. But it didn't really help 
since all it did was make him even more unable to work, causing his problems to increase and separating him 
from his other bandmates. But one day he noticed the slim young man at the bar, always ordering the same 
drink and always leaving the bar when he was barely able to walk due to major alcoholic intoxication. He had 


seen his desperation and his internal battle from a mile away and it made him sick to see it. 


So one day he had taken his guitar with him, playing a riff he made up on the spot while thinking about his 
mother and the way that slim guy had to feel on the inside, causing it to become quite melancholic but 
beautiful at the same time. And to his actual surprise, the guy had noticed him. He had looked at him and, if all 
of Mark's instincts weren't failing him, he had smiled for the first time since he had seen him coming into the 


bar. 


Ever since then he was dying to see him again and talk properly. The first time they talked was quite nice but 
the other guy was still very introverted, not talking much. At least he got to know his name and made some 


basic conversation but that was it. And after one week it just didn't feel like enough anymore. 


His dreams were haunted by that man, whose name was Myles as he had learned, and they just didn't allow 
him to have a good rest. They made him antsy to see him again and they filled him with a kind of longing he 
had never felt before. He wanted so badly to help the guy and pull him into his arms until he wasn't miserable 


anymore. It actually hurt not to be able to do that. 


To his dismay, he had the week full of band stuff and other important issues like his writer's block and Scott's 
addiction that prevented him from visiting that bar and looking for Myles again 


"Mark, stop fuckin’ whining! I've had enough of you babying me, just let me deal with my own problems! What | 


take is none of your business!" 


Scotts angry screams echoed through the studio even after he had left it with a slam of the door. Mark was 
left mouth-opened and with tears prickling behind his eyes, his two other bandmates Brian and Flip just 
watching him with disbelief. Every one of them had expected that scenario, just not so soon. But it seemed like 
Scott was in deeper than any of them had thought. 


"IIl talk to him", Mark finally got out with a sigh, making his way to the door warily while hearing Brian and Flip 
whispering some words of encouragement in return. All of them were sick of this. They came to the studio 
each day in hope of a crack of light in the sky but they were always disappointed. And by now their optimism 
was slowly starting to fade. 


The guitarist found his friend on the sidewalk a few feet away from the studio, staring off into the distance 
without saying a word even as he had to have noticed that someone was approaching him. His body was 
shivering from the cold and it was only then that Mark noticed, how thin he had gotten. His skin was pale and 
dotted with track marks, leaving no doubt of what he had been taking. And Mark knew that heroin only ever 
took people down very far with no way out if they refused to get help. Sadly, Scott wasn't one to accept that 
others were right concerning his health issues. His pride was way too big to allow him to crawl to someone 


else when he had the option of not doing it. Either way, Mark tried. 
"Scott, please. We just want what's best for you." 


The exhausted singer just waved him off at that, seemingly taking everything for empty words. Mark knew he 
couldn't get through to him anymore. It was too late. 


"Please.. Don't you want it to be like the good old days again? Do you wanna give up without a fight?" 


He knew he had hit a weak spot by the way Scott flinched and his lips tightened into a thin line and he 
immediately felt bad for bringing the good memories back. The memories of them reaching success and 
bringing their music to people all over the world, the memories of lying in each other's arms with giant smiles 


on their faces when they had yet played another sold-out show. 


"Mark, just leave me alone, please. Let me go my own way, no matter how hard it might be for you fo see me 
like this. It's my destiny. | can't do this any longer, please understand.” 


Scott was pleadingly looking up at him with red-rimmed dull eyes while talking, Mark's own watering 
immediately at that sight. He couldn't leave him to this destiny. He simply couldn't.. 


But with keeping him came the destiny of putting his own and the life of his two other bandmates on the line. 
He didn't know if he could do that, either. Scott seemingly read his mind and drove another knife of guilt into 
his confused, desperate heart. 


"I don't want to do this to you guys. You deserve so much better! There are so many singers out there that 
are better than me and will get you to success but | simply can't do this anymore. I'm not destined for a life 


of fame and money, it just brings me pain. Let me go, Mark." 


With tear-streaked cheeks Mark couldn't keep his head from nodding lightly, causing Scott to stand up and pull 
him into a thankful hug while crying himself. The guitarist didn't know why exactly he had done this but 
somehow it lifted a weight off his shoulders. But at the same time, it was clear at that moment, that there 
would be no more Creed after that. Scott would be leaving the project. 


The singer finally pulled away, smiling slightly at Mark before turning his back on him and walking away. 
Somehow that simple gesture made the realization sink in that it was probably the last time in a long period of 
time that he would see Scott. With tears flowing down his cheeks he made his way back into the studio, Brian 


and Flip immediately rushing over to him and pulling him into a comforting hug. 


"He left. For good’, he managed to choke out between sniffles and sobs, pulling out of the embrace while wiping 
at his eyes. The drummer and the bassist just looked at him with wide, sad eyes but he could see the 
understanding in them, the support and the faith they had in him. Brian and Flip would follow him no matter 


which way he would choose to take. 


"l'm sure we'll find a way", Flip finally whispered into the silence, supportively clapping Mark onto his back 
before sitting down behind his drumkit again to give his head something to do to not sit there mourning over 
the loss of their friend all day. Feeling inspired by his friend's example, Mark grabbed his acoustic guitar and 
sat down on the small couch, letting his fingers wander over the strings. He immediately thought of Myles 
again and of how he wanted to see him again. He thought of the hole his mother's loss had left in his life and 
without noticing his fingers started to pluck that melancholic melody he had played in the bar so many nights 
ago again, his eyes closing on their own accord while he pictured the man's sad blue eyes once more, a wave 
of happy comfort rushing through him when he remembered the way they had lit up with a tiny spark when 
they had first shaken hands. And suddenly, his head filled with lyrics. His heart started to beat faster in 


excitement immediately. 
"Brian! Quick, hand me a paper!" 


The bassist rushed to do as he was told and Mark started to write, all of his emotions pouring out of him in a 


giant wave of beautiful words. 


Thanks for all you've done.. Ive missed you for so long, | cant believe you're gone.. 


Proudly he finally titled the work of art he'd just created "In Loving Memory’, then looked at his two other 
bandmates that gazed at him in awe. He had never written a song that quickly and he knew that. 


"It came from the heart", was all he said in explanation but it was enough for his friends to understand. 


woun 


Mark knew he would run off to the "Wild Wind" again that evening, it had been clear ever since Scott left and 
even clearer since that song had poured out of him while that guy had been on his mind. He needed to see 
Myles again, he just couldn't wait any longer. But above all, he wanted to make sure that he was alright. He 
had seen the way he struggled and he just hoped it hadn't become worse over the week. 


All he hoped was that the man was there again when he would enter the bar that evening. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Here comes the next chapter! After all this darkness, there finally is a little more fluff included :) 


Feel free to comment and give it some love, as always! <33 


Myles had been waiting the whole week. 


Each night he had pushed open the heavy wooden door, seeing the group of old men playing cards on the 
famous table on the side, and each night he had ordered his whiskey, hoping that Mark would show up again. 


And each night he was heavily disappointed when he didn't show up. 


The first night he had just thought that the guy was busy but when he didn't show up the day after and the 
day after that, he felt the disappointment seeping into his mind, letting the demons in his head wake up again 


Youre useless.. Did you ever seriously think someone would like a loser like you? 


The voices in his head only seemed to get louder day by day, causing him to be almost broke at the end of 
the week because he had bought so many glasses of whiskey to keep him somewhat sane. The nightmares got 
worse, too, a good night's sleep turning into an unreachable dream and slipping even further away with every 


right he woke up and found himself in the same critical living situation. 


So he sat down at the bar counter once more that day, drowning his pain and sorrows in another glass of 
amber liquid and trying to get that man out of his head. He wouldn't come back to him, he had to face the 
reality. But a small part of him just refused to let that hope die. After all, it was all he had left. 


When he heard the door open and close he didn't even bother to look up, knowing that he would only be 
disappointed once more if he wouldn't spot Mark in the doorway. Hiding his face behind a curtain of his longish 
dark-brown hair he looked down at the glass filled to the brim between his hands, running his fingers across 
the crystalline, studded surface. A giant wave of exhaustion finally overcame him and he couldn't keep his eyes 


from sliding shut, his forehead hitting the countertop with a low thunk next to the glass. 
Nightmares and demons had just waited for that moment to happen. 


Myles.. Myles.. 


His fists clenched subconsciously while his breathing started to pick up speed, his body preparing for the 
power-draining physical fight that always came with the mental one. 


Hl find you.. Stop running, it's fo no use.. 


"No... Stop, please..", he whined with desperation lacing his words, his head moving from side to side and almost 
knocking over the glass next to it. Shivering, his body slumped against the counter, trying to curl in on itself 
but not being able to in its position He was crying by now, something that sounded obscene since he was 
asleep but the fat tears sliding down his pale cheeks spoke for themselves. 


Myles.. Myles.. 


The voices were frightening and evil like always at first but they somehow grew warmer in tone, and his body 
stopped shaking, too. The coldness had faded to a warm comforting feeling of which he couldn't place the cause. 


It was only then that he noticed he wasn't dreaming anymore. 
"Myles.. Jesus Christ! Are you awake?" 


His eyes opened again with a great fight against the tiredness, the first thing they were able to see was two 
warm strong arms pulling his back against another warm body to steady him somewhat. Knowing that he was 
safe from his horrible mind for a little while, no matter who had woken him up, he relaxed against the 
stranger, letting his eyes slide shut again to shield them from the light of the early morning seeping in 
through the dirty window opposite of him. 


"Hey... Talk to me, man." 


Forcing himself to concentrate, he could finally distinguish that voice talking to him as one he had heard before. 
One that he had heard last a week ago. 


"Mark, is that you?", he managed to ask with a hoarse voice, trying really hard to open his eyes but not being 
able to due to sheer exhaustion He felt the embrace around him tighten at his question, a sigh of relief 
leaving the other man's lips behind him. 


"Yeah, it's me. I'm so sorry’, he finally said, sounding so guilty it almost broke Myles' heart. Subconsciously 
cuddling a bit closer, the slim man almost clung to the standing one, never wanting that feeling of safety to 
end. He was just starting to nod off again leaning back on Mark when the latter raised his voice again, gently 


loosening his embrace to stand up properly. 
"When did you last have a proper sleep? And thirty-minute naps don't count." 


“Three weeks ago?", Myles answered honestly with a faint voice, his eyes opening once more when he turned 


around and looked at his savior Tiredly. 


Mark couldn't quite believe his ears at that, now knowing that the other man's situation was far worse than 
he had first thought. Reaching out, he gently wiped the dried tear streaks from the pale cheeks of his 
opponent, looking into the dull blue eyes that were filled with utter exhaustion He couldn't handle that situation 
anymore. He couldn't just see that broken man once a week and find him broken further each time. He needed 


to take care of him. 


"| don't know if that sounds intrusive or anything, but would you mind if | took you home with me? | can't 


stand seeing you this miserable all the time." 


Myles couldn't believe his ears at those words, his eyes widening in disbelief while his heart did a happy jump. 
It was only then that he noticed he would put all his misery on Mark's shoulders even though he had his own 
load to carry already, too. A frown formed on his face immediately, his gaze drifting from Mark's to the 

almost full whiskey glass on the countertop, his fingers nervously tucking a stray strand of his long dark hair 


behind his ear. 


"| don't know if that's a good idea. | don't wanna bother you with my fucked up life. l'm scared it'll eventually 
pull you down, too. And apart from that, we don't even know each other properly’, he finally got out, watching 
Mark's face closely for some kind of reaction. The other man frowned slightly but finally started to give voice 
to his thoughts again. 


‘lm not scared, you have to believe me when | say that. It scares me more not to know where you are and in 


which condition you're in And we could always do something about not knowing each other so well." 


Myles mulled those words over in his head, finally coming to the conclusion that Mark was somewhat right. 
They could always get to know each other better. And the slim, overly tired man decided that there was no 
time like the present to do such a thing. 


"So, if you want to take me home you might as well prove to me you aren't a serial killer by telling me 
something more about your life", he finally replied, immediately being able to see a sparkle return to Mark's 
eyes when he smiled that shy smile he had smiled that very first day he'd seen him again. And like the first 
time, Myles couldn't help but shyly smile back. 


"Well, I'm a small-town boy with big-time dreams I'd say. Since the very first time | picked up a guitar | 
wanted to make a living out of making music but you probably know that's easier said than done. But somehow 
| got a foot in the door of success with the band | founded in high school with three of my friends. It's called 


Creed, | don't know if you ever heard of us." 


| have! | love ‘My Sacrifice’, it somehow seems so fitting to what I've experienced. So you actually wrote that 
song?", Myles chimed in, eyes round with wonder. Mark smiled melancholically at his remark, continuing his 


small story. 


"Yeah, | did write that song with my best friend Scott. What brings me to the next chapter in my life. He has 
been struggling with drug abuse for quite a while now and it has gotten worse in the last few days. That was 


one of the reasons | couldn't come here. He got hooked on the really bad stuff, like heroin and all that. Its a 
big mess and if that wasn't enough already, he left us today. | can't deny that it pulled me down quite badly." 


The expression on Mark's face turned into an incredibly sad one at those last few words, Myles placing a cold, 
pale hand on his shoulder by instinct to somewhat bring him comfort. He couldn't actually believe that Mark 
trusted him with such intimate content about his life, things that obviously weighed down his heart quite 
heavily. He wanted to pour his heart out like that, too, but he was afraid of what the man opposite of him 
would think of him then. It had to wait for another day, he decided. 


With the exhaustion getting to him again Myles leaned against the counter, watching as Mark took a sip of the 
whiskey between them, only then noticing that it wasn't his own and starting to apologize like crazy. 


"Oh shit, I'm so sorry! | didn't mean to do that, I'll pay half of it" 


"Its alright, man, | didn't mean to drink that either way. I'm much too tired for that, actually", Myles replied 
with a slight chuckle, immediately noticing how Mark relaxed at his words, the shy smile creeping back onto his 


facial features. 


"The offer still stands, by the way. Do you wanna come home with me, at least for today? The sun is coming 


up again, either way, by now." 


Myles frowned again at that request, taking a long time to think about it. On the one hand, he really didn't want 
to put this burden he carried onto Mark's shoulders but on the other hand, he knew the nightmares would 
return if he went home alone. He had experienced how Mark being there helped to make them leave if only for 
a while just a few moments ago, and he could really use a night of uninterrupted sleep without those horrible 
pictures flashing in front of his mind's eye. And watching Mark and the desperation in his eyes he knew that 


they could both use some company. 


So Myles finally consented with a nod and a broken smile, light filling Mark's eyes immediately in happiness. 
Gently pushing back his chair to stand he held his hands out to Myles who seemed quite unsteady due to his 
gigantic lack of sleep. The smaller man gripped them lightly for support when he got onto his feet again, feeling 
a warmth and a certain spark shoot through the skin that was in contact with Mark's immediately that only 
increased when those warm greerish-brown eyes gazed into his own, the happy sparkle in them getting him 
hooked once again. Afraid of his feelings he pulled his hands back and quickly slipped on his jacket, waiting 
uncomfortably next to the door for Mark to do the same. 


They finally walked next to each other into the golden sunrise in silence, both of them caught up in their 
thoughts and feelings and not being able to share them yet. Mark had come by car so he led the way, the 
smaller man just following him like a scared and insecure puppy, keeping his eyes fixated on the cold concrete 
beneath their feet. They finally reached a small beat-up red Ford, Mark immediately opening the door to the 
passenger seat for his shivering companion before getting into the car himself. Myles chose to ignore the 


warmth in his heart at the gesture. The other man was just being friendly after all. 


‘I'm gonna get the heat up and running as soon as we're driving. You're shivering like crazy!", Mark stated as 
soon as they were sitting, rubbing his hands together in order to get them warm again He cursed himself for 
not bringing mittens but he had to live with that decision now. Looking over at his silent companion he noticed 
how hard he tried to keep his eyes from falling shut, his fingers digging into his thighs to help him to stay 


awake. 
"Hey, Myles?" 


The tired blue eyes fixated on him once again, already heavily lidded from losing the fight against his tiredness. 
He just managed to nod faintly to signal his attention and that was enough for Mark. 


"You can sleep on the way if you wanna. You don't need to stay awake, you're not doing anyone a favor by 
staying in that condition’, he whispered as softly as he could with an affectionate smile, Myles’ body 
immediately relaxing as if it had been permitted to rest. And within seconds he was out like a light. 


Mark wished he could look at him all the way but he had to focus on the road in order not to crash the car 
and get them both into real trouble. But whenever he could, he stole glances at the other man sleeping with 
his head leaned against the window, noticing how peaceful he looked. He always wore a tired and stressed face 


whenever Mark had seen him and this sight was a welcome and beautiful change. 


After a sharp left-headed turn, Myles’ head fell onto Mark's shoulder and the driving man's heart started 
skipping a beat immediately, especially when Myles unconsciously snuggled closer. Mark could first make out his 


perfect facial features from that point of view since he had never seen him from up so close. 


The full lips were a pale rosy color and had finally relaxed from the thin line they were normally pulled into, 
making them appear very kissable and soft. Mark couldn't help thinking about getting a taste someday but he 
knew that the other man had enough trouble as it was already. So he let his gaze travel over the other 
perfect parts of his face like his high cheekbones and the light shadows his long dark lashes cast onto them. 
Even his nose was perfect and Mark had to chuckle at his thoughts. He saw Myles as some kind of art 
already, as if he was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. But if he thought closer about that matter, 
he knew that that was basically the truth. 


He finally pulled up in front of his house, noticing that Myles was still fast asleep on his shoulder. Gently 
resting the other man's head against the backrest he got out of the car, opening the door to Myles’ side, and 
decided that he needed this sleep too much for him to wake the poor guy up again 


So as gently as he could he lifted him into his arms bridal style, thanking his lucky stars that he went to the 
gym for a workout quite often. The slim guy was scaringly light for a grown man and Mark immediately 


promised himself that he would get a proper meal into that slim body as soon as he woke up. 


The smaller man had curled into his embrace unconsciously with a smile stretching his full lips while Mark had 
carried him to the front door, somehow managing to open it with one hand while not dropping Myles only to 
make his way to the bedroom, gently laying the exhausted form down onto the sheets. He looked so beautiful 


with his long hair framing his head like a halo, indirectly confirming his innocence in Mark's eyes even further. 


He gently took off the other man's boots and jacket before turning around to leave him to rest. 
"Mark." 


A soft whisper of his name caused him to turn on his spot in the doorway immediately, looking at Myles who 
had curled up to some degree and watched him from heavily-lidded blue eyes. 


"Yeah? Do you need anything?", he asked with his affection showing clearly in his voice again, smiling when 
Myles’ lips got tugged up at the edges. 


"Would you stay here? l'm just scared of the nightmares.’ 


Mark directly nodded with a caring smile at that request and took off his own boots and jacket before laying 
down beside Myles. The exhausted form immediately curled up right against him, encouraging him without 
words that he wanted to be held So Mark gently and carefully wrapped an arm around Myles’ waist, pulling his 
back against his chest while contently closing his eyes, too. 


For the first time in weeks, Myles fell into a deep, resting sleep without any pictures in his head bothering him 
because he knew there would be someone that would scare them away again at any cost. The someone whose 


comfort he had wanted since he'd first met him. 


Mark. 
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Mark woke the next day by the knock of a fist to his side and an incoherent mumble that came with it. Myles 


was dreaming again. 


He was instantly awake at that recognition, sparing a quick glance at the alarm clock sitting on the nightstand. 
It was 5 pm. and Mark smiled proudly beside his tiredness. They had slept through for more than twelve 


hours. 


A silent whimper pulled him out of his positive thoughts again, causing him to take a look at the trembling man 
in his embrace. He looked like he was fighting again and Mark's heart clenched at the sight of the tear- 
streaked cheeks and the quivering lips, and without knowing what he was doing he pulled the other man closer, 


gently pulling his head against his chest and caressing the silky strands of his hair. 


‘lm here, Mylo, I'm here. | won't let anything hurt you", he whispered into the silence, Myles’ body going lax in 
his arms once more as if he had subconsciously heard the words. With a smile on his face, Mark looked down 
at the now relaxed features of the other man's face, directly noticing that the pale skin seemed to have gained 
a little more color and the dark rings beneath his eyes had faded to a lighter color than pitch black. He looked 
more healthy and Mark swore to himself that he would make sure that Myles would get better day by day. 


With that on his mind, he gently untangled his limbs from the other man's, properly tucking him into the 
blankets before getting up, tiptoeing to his wardrobe to get some clothes, and then leaving for the bathroom 
down the hall. He took his time to take a shower and freshen up and caught a glance of himself in the mirror, 
almost not being able to recognize himself. He looked happier and healthier than he had ever seen, his cheeks 
bearing a rosy shade and some of the light had returned to his normally dull eyes. And he could only trace it 
back to the shy man in his bed. 


With a grin at his reflection, he quickly put on his jacket and boots, leaving the house to run a few errands for 
a meal. He hadn't been hungry at all in the last few days due to all the problems he had had in his life and 
therefore didn't buy a lot of food, especially since he was living alone. But now the situation was different and 
he was more than willing to change his lifestyle for that sweet guy that always made him smile and 
encouraged the feeling of possessiveness to bubble up in his mind whenever he looked at him. He never wanted 


him to leave again. He wanted to make him happy and make him open up to him so that he could help him to 
get back on his feet again. Mark didn't know what made him think like that without even knowing the other man 


for a long time but he was very glad that feeling existed since it made him happier than ever before. 


Thinking briefly about what to cook, Mark decided on pancakes even though it was already close to dinner time. 
He didn't know a single person who disliked pancakes and he wanted to make sure Myles would like the meal in 
any way. He wanted to make him happy. Quickly picking up a few tea and coffee packages, as well as two bars 
of dark chocolate and a bottle of red wine, he finally called it quits and went to the cashier, leaving the 


grocery store with a smile on his face for the first time in weeks. 


Making his way through Detroit's snow-dusted streets he looked up for the first time in days, watching the 
clear evening sky and noticing the sparkling lights on all the houses and balconies that indicated Christmas was 
going to come around soon. With a quick check of his phone, the guitarist noticed that it was mid-November 
already, leaving only a month to go and reminding him of all the Christmas presents he still had to buy for his 
friends and family members. And for Myles. There was just no way he wouldn't gift something to him. 


Intensely in thought about what to gift to the other man, he finally reached his front door again, stomping the 
snow from his boots as silently as he could before he opened the door and stepped into the cozy warmth of 
his house. 


After getting rid of his boots and jacket he carried the two bags of errands to the kitchen, starting to 
prepare the pancake paste before placing the first dose of it in the frying pan, his favorite scent of freshly 
baked pancakes quickly filling his nostrils. While he let the heat do its part he quickly went over to his cozy 
little living room, starting a fire in the small fireplace before heading over to his bedroom again, seeing Myles 
still fast asleep on his bedspread with a slight smile on his full lips and his long brown hair falling in front of 
his eyes. 


Mark just fondly gazed at him for a while before he remembered what he had wanted to do. Getting a piece of 
paper and a pen from the top of his dresser he quickly wrote down a few lines, then placed it on the sheets 
next to the sleeping beauty of a man and left again as silently as he could manage. 


wun 


About an hour later while he was watching the cars passing by through the window with a mug of steaming 
coffee in his hands and his stomach full of tasty pancakes, he heard silent steps behind him on the wooden 
floorboards. Turning around he spotted Myles in the doorway to the kitchen with his cheeks reddened and his 
hair still a bit damp from the shower he had just taken, his slim body covered by a pair of jogging pants that 
were too long at the legs and an oversized grey hoodie. Both of those clothing articles obviously belonged to 
Mark and it made the guitarist smile immediately. 


"Good morning, Mylo. | see you've found my note", Mark addressed him with a warm smile, Myles shyly smiling 
back at him from beneath long dark lashes. Mark wasn't sure but he could've sworn the other man's face was 


caught by a tiny blush when he had used the nickname. 


"Good morning to you, too. Thank you so much for letting me into your space like this, you don't know how 
much it helped me to finally be able to sleep a night through again. And again, I'm so sorry for putting all this 


shit upon your shoulders, | know you have your own load to carry already, too." 


Myles shy husky voice made Mark smile melancholically, the taller one slowly taking a few steps towards him 
to be able to look into those pale blue eyes that had gained in color and didn't seem as tired as before. Myles 
just met his caring gaze, not flinching away in the tiniest bit when Mark placed his hands on his shoulders. 


"How many times do | have to tell you that you don't need to apologize? | wanna take care of you so just let 
me. | don't care how many problems | have myself because it only troubles me, even more, when | don't know 
whether you're safe or not. | don't normally tell people they could use everything of my stuff that they 
wanted but | care about you and that's why you're different from them. Now, sit down and have some 


pancakes. You want coffee or tea?" 


Myles was left speechless after Mark's caring words and felt a few happy tears prickle behind his eyes. The 
smaller man quickly nodded his head and sat down before they were able to sneak their way down his cheeks. 
He tried to ignore how good and flattered he felt in that situation, with Mark surrounding him, making 
breakfast for him, and telling him he cared about him. Not to mention the safety he felt when he was cuddled 
up in his warm clothes that smelled like the taller guitarist. But he quickly snapped out of his thoughts to 


meet Mark's affectionate gaze with a smile. 
"IIl have tea if that's alright with you. And thanks again. For everything.” 


Mark just smiled back at the slim man sitting at the kitchen table, preparing the pancakes and a cup of tea. He 
couldn't describe the happiness he felt around this man, it was something he had never felt before. And 


somehow, he really wished Myles felt that way, too. 


wun 


Myles had loved the pancakes. He had loved them almost as much as the tiny little note he'd found next to 
him when he had woken from the deepest sleep he'd had in weeks. He had reread it over and over again with 
tired eyes, the happiness and the light rushing back into them due to just a few words. All he could think of 


was how someone like him could ever get so lucky. 

Hey Mylo, 

Hope youve had a well-deserved resting sleep :) Feel free to use the bathroom down the hall for a shower and 
use some of the clothes in the wardrobe if you want to change out of your current ones. HI be awaiting you in the 


kitchen with some pancakes for breakfast, well, actually for dinner :) 


Mark 


Myles knew he would keep that little piece of paper for a long long time since nothing had ever made him that 
happy for a long period of time. Mark really was the greatest of gifts he could wish for. 


After breakfast, or much rather dinner, the two of them had made themselves comfortable in the living room 
on the couch in front of the fireplace, watching the dancing flames. Mark had poured them both a glass of red 
wine and placed the chocolate on the small glass table in front of them, Myles looking at him in awe the whole 
time. It was obvious that he hadn't been expecting that. 


But he hadn't complained, either way, letting his body sink into the soft cushions surrounding him and giggling 
happily when Mark tucked him into a plushy blanket to top it all off. Myles could see how happy taking care of 


him like this made Mark so he just let him be, enjoying feeling so safe and cared about for once in his life. 
"Hey, Myles?" 


The smaller man immediately turned his head in Mark's direction at that question, failing miserably to keep the 
contentment out of his gaze. 


"| just wanna show you something." 


Mark picked up his acoustic guitar and nervously looked at the shy man tucked into the blanket, the soft smile 
he received making him weak in the knees and letting him feel very grateful for being in a sitting position. He 
wanted to show him the song he had written the day before and it was a very brave thing to do since he was 
scared his voice would fail him. But he finally gave himself a small shove and started playing. 


Myles' ears immediately perked up at what he heard, the memories of the first time he had heard that 
melody filling his mind directly. It was the melody Mark had played when he had first seen him in the bar. 


The melody was soon complemented by Mark's soulful, warm voice and Myles did everything he could to not 
start crying while carefully listening to the lyrics. Towards the last chorus, he failed. 


Silent tears trickled down his cheeks while he felt the pain Mark must've felt while he had written that song. 
He had lost someone important and Myles immediately asked himself who it was. He wanted to know everything 
about that man, he wanted him to share his thoughts and feelings with him and talk to him until the sun went 


down and up again. 


When Mark was finished he immediately noticed the tears on Myles‘ cheeks and clinging to his eyelashes, but 
when he was just about to get concerned he saw the wide smile stretching the full rosy lips. The lanky hands 
appearing from beneath the blankets to clap in appreciation confirmed that further, Mark not being able to do 
something else than smile thankfully. 


"So who did you lose?", Myles asked into the silence, Mark being slightly taken aback 


"My mom. How did you know?", Mark answered still slightly starstruck, his hands placing the guitar aside since 


he felt like its weight was getting too heavy in a rather symbolic way. 


"I just knew from the lyrics and the feeling you implanted into my heart with the way you sang them. | know 


the feeling of loss. Its been a great friend to me for quite some time now." 
Myles' words and the pained expression on his face that came with it immediately caused Mark to scoot closer 
to him on the couch, opening his arms for a caring embrace that the smaller man directly melted into. 


Comfort was all the two of them needed at that moment. 


But Mark couldn't help but think about who Myles could've lost in the past. He couldn't get rid of the feeling 
that it had something to do with the horrible nightmares the smaller man faced. 


The ocean blue eyes full of sorrow looking up into his own told him that he had hit the nail right onto its head. 


"Tell me." 
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His dad's passing had come quickly and unexpectedly. 


"Pray for me", was all he had said to his young son when he had become sick, seeing religion as the only way 
to save him. Myles hadn't known by then that visiting doctors was even an option due to his religious parents 
and especially his hardcore-religious father that believed in the faiths of the Christian Scientists. The fever 
didn't pass though, even though the young boy had sat in his room and spoken prayers to the god above 
every night after his dad had told him to do so. It didn't pass at all. 


A week later, his dad took his last breath and closed his eyes, leaving a young widow and her crying, confused 
son behind. The little guy had the image of his dad on the bed imprinted into his mind like a stain that wouldn't 
fade no matter how hard you may try to scrub it off. The image of the chapped lips contorted in pain gasping 
for breath and telling him that he hadn't done enough. That he hadn't tried hard enough to save him. 


Myles had been scarred for life from that day onwards. 


With time he was capable of pushing the images into the back of his mind but then his mother married for a 
second time. His name was Glen Kennedy and he was a Methodist minister, his beliefs differing heavily from 
their own. It was a welcome change though since all that Christian Scientist beliefs brought was pain, misery, 
and death. First Myles' grandmothers and then his dad. Things started to improve but Glen forced him to deal 
with the memories that were left of his dad to move on properly, no matter how good or bad they were. It 
was probably one of the hardest times in his life but the nightmares he'd had stopped for the most part and 
he could only owe that to the man who'd adopted him as his own as soon as he had married his mother. His 
name changed from Myles Richard Bass to Myles Richard Kennedy, erasing the past for the main part even 


though he still carried his father's name as his middle name. 


The elder Kennedy quickly became his biggest attachment figure next to his mother, always having an open ear 
whenever he needed it. It was he who had bought him his first guitar, too, a battered old Gibson SG in the 
classy black-red colors, just like Angus Young's guitar. Myles loved it and he loved his stepdad even more for 
that action. He was encouraged in every way possible, especially when he started to get into bands and into the 
local music scene as a guitarist and vocalist for several little jazz and metal bands. He loved his life but only 


for so long. 


He only loved it until he got his first kiss from a slightly drunk guy he had chatted with in some club. He liked 
it. He liked it a lot. But there was no way for him to be able to accept such a thing. 


It was a sin. His father had always said that homosexuality wasn't even a proper option besides 
heterosexuality. It was one of the five mortal sins and he was scared to no end that someone would find out 


about it. About the forbidden feelings that bubbled up inside of him whenever a pretty guy smiled at him. 


He knew Glen's beliefs weren't as strict as his father's and since he had always listened whenever Myles had 
addressed one of his problems to him, the young man had believed that it would be the same with this one. 


God, he had never in his life been more wrong. 
"You're what? Did.. Did you just say gay? Gay?" 


Myles had just nodded, frightened to no end with his blue eyes wide and pleading. ‘Please don't hit me’, the 
voice in his head repeated over and over again, a nauseous feeling hitting him in the stomach with full force. 


Why couldn't he keep his mouth shut for once? 


The elder Kennedy towered over him after his confirming nod, an expression of pure disgust written onto his 
features. Myles had never seen him like this, there had always only been kindness and love whenever he had 
looked at him. There was none of that at that moment. 


Without a warning, knuckles crashed into his left cheekbone, a white-hot supernova exploding behind his eyes, 
making him dizzy. He couldn't move in shock and his sight was blurry with tears of pain, causing him to not be 
able to see the next one coming at all. The swing was aimed lower this time, the knuckles cracking into his 
jawbone with full force, one of the rings on one of the fingers splitting open the soft rosy bottom lip and 
causing the blood to start running immediately. 


The sight of red liquid running down his fingers after he had touched the wound finally shocked the young man 
into action, struggling to get onto his feet and get to the door but the older man was faster, pushing him 
face-first into the wall and causing his nose to start bleeding, too. 


"No.. Please stop..", he had whimpered, his legs almost giving out due to the immense amount of pain when he 
received another blow to his back, his slender fingers desperately trying to get a hold of the wall to keep his 
body from going down Squeezing his eyes shut in expectation of another blow, he thought about how he could 
possibly get out in the quickest way. The closest train station was just about a five-minute walk away from 
their residency and Myles prayed silently to whoever the god up there might be to get a few minutes where 


the attention was drawn away from him. 


As if his prayers had been heard, his mother appeared in the doorway just when he doubled over from the 
force of another blow, his mind doing everything possible to convince his body that staying upright was a good 


idea. 


"Glen, what in god's name are you doing with my son?" 


In the few moments in which Glen had to think of his answer, Myles managed to escape, running for his life as 
fast as his legs would allow him to. He managed to make it to the front door when he stopped in his tracks to 
listen to the conversation between his mother and his stepfather that had grown significantly louder. 


"He's gay! It's a mortal sin!" 
"But he's still my son!" 


It felt good to hear those words from his mother and the light touch of a smile on his face that turned into a 
wince of pain due to the damage done to it stole itself onto Myles' features even in that situation. It hurt even 
more though when he heard a loud smacking sound and a scream of pain in response to his mother's words, 
causing the tears to make their way down his cheeks and shock him back into reality with the burning hot 
traces they left on his otherwise cold skin He started running again, ripping the silver cross-necklace he had 
always worn from his neck and not caring where it ended up when he threw it over his shoulder without 


looking back. 


woun 


"Oh god, Mylo. | don't even know what to say to this. l'm so so sorry but | know that sorry is not enough to 
fix this", Mark said with tears brimming in his eyes, holding the crying man in a tight, comforting embrace 
against his chest. Myles had done his very best to get everything off his chest but he had become choked by 
the horrible memories when he had reached the final part of his story. Something that was totally 


understandable as far as Mark was concerned. 


Myles tried his best to stop the tears from bubbling out of his eyes and drenching Mark's sweater, forcing 
himself to raise his head and lock his gaze with the other man's with the start of a slight smile playing on his 
lips. 


"You don't have to feel sorry for me since l'm out of that shithole now. | have you now." 


The slim man clinging to him and looking at him with tearful but otherwise content eyes and tear-streaked 
cheeks saying such sweet words in his current condition forced Mark to let out a strangled chuckle, a few 
lonely tears trickling down his own cheeks in emotion God, that man was going to be the end of him. He had 


never known anyone who could move him and tug at his heartstrings so heavily. That man was in his bones. 


"Oh, by the way, you mentioned you've been a singer and guitarist, too?", Mark finally said in order to switch 
to a topic that was not as heavy and dark Myles just nodded with the smile on his face growing, wiping the 
tear streaks on his cheeks away while attentively looking at Mark and contemplating what was going to be his 


next words. 


"I just wanted to point out that you can always use my guitars standing around the house, | don't mind 
sharing." 


Myles: face lit up with a giant smile at Mark's words, the guitarist not being able to do anything else than 
smile right back at the blue-eyed work of art. God, he was in too deep. But those lips were so rosy and looked 
so kissable, the blue eyes sparkling like sapphires behind parts of the long brown strands of hair.. Besides, 
Myles had just told him he had run away from his parents because they didn't accept him liking men. So he 
probably wouldn't mind if he would just get himself one tiny little taste of those perfect lips he had yearned to 


feel on his own ever since he'd first seen him.. 


Just then he realized that he had cupped one of Myles' rosy cheeks with his palm, their faces being much 
closer to each other than before and Myles gazing at him with widened eyes filled with confusion Mark 
immediately let go and pulled back as if he had burned himself. God, where had that one come from? 


"Uh... [ll just quickly use the bathroom..", he stammered, quickly getting up and out of the situation, feeling the 
loss of body heat immediately while he tried desperately not to look at Myles' face and especially, into his wide, 


sapphire-blue eyes. 


Yes, that man would definitely be the end of him. 
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Myles couldn't deny that he had hoped to be able to get the first taste of Mark's soft-looking rosy lips when 
the other man had cupped his cheek and looked at him like that. He had even leaned into the contact but his 
confusion had clearly been showing in his eyes, causing Mark to bolt out of the scene. Either he did it because 
he almost lost control over himself or he did it because he wanted no sort of gayness to be connected with 


his otherwise perfect life. 


Well, Myles knew that the latter part couldn't be entirely true since he knew how much Mark struggled with 
his current situation, too. And after he had told him that his stepfather had thrown him out because of his 
homosexuality the taller guitarist didn't seem to be put off from the topic at all. He had just held Myles closer 


and gently caressed his hair. Remaining caught in his thoughts he remembered Mark's words from earlier. 
Í just wanted to point out that you can always use my guitars standing around the house, | don’t mind sharing 


With a shy glance at the doorway, he debated with himself whether it was a good idea to make use of that 
promise at that moment or not. It was a big promise and he knew that. Guitarists saw their guitars as their 


babies that no one else was allowed to touch and it was something very intimate to allow someone else to use 


them. 


Myles couldn't help himself though when he saw that beautiful Gibson acoustic guitar hanging on the wall, its 
frets shimmering silvery in the dim light emerging from the fire in the fireplace. It was almost calling for him 
to pick it up and he finally gave in to the urge, gently and very carefully taking it off its hook, marveling at 
the perfect, smooth wood beneath his fingers. 


He took it back over to the couch with him, his fingers carefully brushing over the cold, metallic strings while 
he closed his eyes in contentment. It had been much too long since he had last held his favorite kind of 
instrument in his hands and in some way, it made him feel complete to do so now. He was scared though that 
he had forgotten how to play and therefore he hesitated for a long while, finally allowing his fingers to let a 
single chord emerge from the beautiful instrument. The sound made him smile immediately, and his fingers 
started to do their own thing and play more chords and melodies on the spot, finally sticking to his favorite 
song he had written so far. With more hesitancy invading his body he finally allowed himself to sing along, too, 
his heart beating faster in fulfillment. 


"I saw her in an empty bar, the smell of wine and cheap cigars." 


He lost himself in the music and felt all the burdens on his heart fall down, for the first time in weeks being 
able to breathe in his essence of life. Breathing in the sound of music calmed him down so much and caused 
him to focus so much on his current situation that he didn't notice his audience at all. Only when he finished 
playing and relished in the sound of content silence, he was interrupted by the sound of soft clapping from the 


doorway. 


Turning around he saw Mark standing there with widened, disbelieving eyes and a smile on his face, watching 
him carefully. His cheeks were slightly reddened with a blush that Myles could only trace back to the light bit 
of awkwardness between them before the taller guitarist had left the room. The happy man with the guitar 
still sitting neatly in his lap batted his eyelashes at the silent praise, scooting to one side of the couch to make 
room when the other man approached him again. 


"Jesus Christ, Mylo.. | never imagined you would be so amazing at this! Did you self-teach? And was that a 
song you wrote”, Mark finally started the conversation after clearing his throat, obviously not sure yet how 
much distance he should keep from the other man. Myles immediately noticed and scooted over to him, leaning 
his head against his shoulder to silently show him it was alright. Mark hesitantly wrapped one arm around 
Myles' shoulders at that gesture, letting out a breath he didn't know he had been holding. He had seriously 
thought Myles would avoid him completely after what he had dore. Thankfully, that wasn't the case. 


| taught myself, yeah. That song | played was actually one of my own, it's called ‘Mars Hotel". | even recorded 

it with my late band The Mayfield Four. I'm so sad | couldn't continue making music with them because | had to 
leave Spokane as quickly as possible after my stepfather's blowout. They did so much for me, I'm even living in 
an apartment one of them owns right now. | have to move out soon though since he needs it for himself and | 


can't pay the rent without a job anyway. Guess | have to transfer to the streets quite soon” 


Mark's heart almost stopped at Myles’ last words, he just couldn't let that happen. He couldn't let that sweet 


and kind man live on the streets. Not in a million years. 


"Listen, you can stay here with me. | won't let you live on the streets in the winter! To be honest, | would 
never let you live on the streets. Please don't do this. Besides, | might have a job for you", he tried pleadingly 
and Myles looked up at him quite confusedly and curiously, not having expected that at all. 


"You have?" 


Mark just nodded and sent him a soothing smile while he lost himself in the sight of those angelic bright blue 


eyes agai n. 


"What do you think of auditioning as the singer for my band? l'm quite sure you would be an amazing fit, 
someone that would bring fresh wind to our situation. Creed has died with Scotts disappearance so we have to 


start over anyway. Would you like to give it a try?" 


Mark's words surprised the smaller guy so much that he could just stare at him in awe for quite a while, not 


believing this was real in any way. 
"Are you serious about this?" 


"Why wouldn't | be? The performance you just delivered was incredible! How could | not ask such an obviously 
talented musician to join my new musical project?", Mark replied directly, his eyes sparkling with immense hope. 
Myles looked down at the guitar in his lap again, then back up into the hopeful greenish-brown eyes of his 
opponent. It was hard to say no when Mark looked at him like that. 


If you want me to, I'll try." 


Mark almost did a happy jump at that expression of approval. Not knowing in which other way he should show 
his ecstasy he pulled the smaller man closer, placing a gentle kiss on his forehead, feeling his lips tingling at the 


contact with that soft, perfect skin 


Myles thought he might blush his face off at Mark's action, hiding his rapidly reddening face in Mark's 
sweater as soon as the latter had pulled back. He knew it was just a friendly action but Myles couldn't help 
but feel like there was something more between them. Like that tingling spark in his heart wasn't something 
only he felt. 


woun 


Myles had convinced Mark that he wanted to go back to his apartment if only to pack up his things later that 
evening. So there he stood with his boots dusted with white snow and his nose reddened from the cold, looking 
up at the apartment complex he had called home for the last few weeks. It kind of hurt letting go of it, but if 
he was honest with himself he knew it wouldn't be a home that would last, and apart from that, all he 


connected with it by now were the horrible nightmares that had haunted him night after night. 


When he climbed the staircase and finally entered the small apartment all he felt was contentment and no 
melancholy like he had expected, making it a lot easier to tidy it up a bit and leave with the tiny amount of 
things he had brought with him that faithful night stuffed into a bag. In that situation, he realized how little 
he actually had left. Mark was basically all that was keeping him alive and safe. That man really did everything 
in his power to keep him safe and tried to make the best of the situation And Myles couldn't think of anything 
that he could do to make it up to him. 


Mark waited downstairs for him with the car, he had used the time to buy some more supplies for a late 
dinner and breakfast since he was running low on basically everything foodwise. So when Myles descended that 
staircase for the final time in his life and walked over to the caring young man with the beanie, the thick black 
coat, and the gentle smile that stood there on the sidewalk waiting for him, he felt like he was finally coming 


home. 


wun 


Like the night before, Myles cuddled up to his companion in the king-sized, heavenly soft bed when they went 
to sleep, Mark's arms wrapping tightly around his waist in response and pulling him into the safe haven that 
was the guitarists warm body. 


"Hey Mylo, | just wanted to ask you something if that's okay." 


Myles blushed again at the nickname and nodded against Mark's chest, listening to the steady heartbeat 


beneath his ear and feeling the slight vibrations when the taller one raised his voice again 


"When's your birthday? I'm just curious if you're older or younger than me because it feels like you're 


younger than me." 


Hearing the chuckle emerging from the rosy lips he had been close to kissing that afternoon immediately made 
Mark's heartbeat stutter a litle, his eyes closing while he drowned in all the warm contact Myles was giving 
to him. After that incident on the couch earlier that day, he also could've pushed Mark away and preferred to 


sleep on his own so he enjoyed every single moment he would get like this. 


‘| was born on the 21th of November in 1969. My prediction is that you're younger than me", Myles finally 


answered, melting completely against Mark when the latter started the gentle caress of his hair once more. 


"You're right with that assumption then. My birthday is the [8th of April and | am a child of ‘14, so you have 
about four and a half years on me", Mark stated while continuing to smile. It felt so good to just talk to Myles 
all day. His cheeks were actually hurting because he had smiled so much these last two days. 


"Ugh, don't remind me of my age", Myles replied while feigning fake horror, his eyelashes fluttering closed 
against Mark's warm soft shirt while the smile on his lips grew even further. It was almost absurd how much 
of a change he had experienced ever since he had met Mark for the first time. He hadn't smiled at all for 
about three weeks and then that angel of a man had shown up in his life and made him happier than he had 


ever been. He started to think that he was his guardian angel in person. 
"I'm sorry old man" 


Mark received a playful hit to his side for that comment, not being able to stop giggling all the way. He loved 
how much fun they had together. Myles was able to light up his life like no one ever did before. 


"Stop the old man stuff, I'm only thirty-two!" 


"You're still in your thirties and l'm in my twenties!", Mark tried again and received another shove, Myles 
looking up at him with a playful pout on his face. The younger one had to gulp immediately at that sight, 
struggling to not reach out to ease the pout and kiss those soft-looking, rosy lips. It then struck him that the 
21th of November was rapidly approaching and he needed a present. Making a mental note to think of 
something good as soon as possible he turned his attention back to the pouting man in his arms. 


"Alright, 'm sorry. And by the way, you can't be mad at me since it seems like I'm your pillow right now." 


Myles' pout faded into a grin that reached his eyes, making them glitter in the pale moonlight coming in 

through the window. Not being able to resist his urge, Mark cupped his warm cheeks and placed another soft 
kiss on his forehead, pulling back to see the immense blush blooming on Myles’ cheeks. Without saying another 
word the older one snuggled up to him again, his head resting comfortably on Mark's shoulder while his warm 
breath hit the younger man's neck, making it even harder for Mark to convince himself to go to sleep and not 


turn his head towards the at the moment especially cuddly man to his left. 
"Sleep tight, Mylo. Hope there'll be no nightmares this time." 
"Same goes back to you, babe", he heard in a faint whisper just before Myles was out like a light once more, 


leaving him with the question if the term of endearment was on purpose or had just slipped out of an almost 


knocked-out man's mouth. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
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The next few days were quite awkward. Mark was constantly thinking about what Myles had said before he 
had fallen asleep that day, wondering whether it was true or not. He didn't know how to feel about it and even 
more so, how to behave with his knowledge. On the one hand side, he wanted to dance in happiness but he 
didn't even know whether Myles had meant it. He didn't know if the slim guy that lived with him nowadays even 


remembered the situation So he chose to distance himself a bit, behaving a bit more passively than before. 


Myles noticed. He noticed that Mark didn't pull him to his side whenever they were sitting on the couch 
anymore and he started to think about what he could've possibly done wrong. But he also noticed that 
whenever he initiated some kind of contact with the other man, the latter wouldn't push him away but lean 
into the contact instead. It confused the smaller man to no end but he didn't have the guts to ask Mark about 
it. He was scared that they would enter some sort of fight that would end with the taller man throwing him 
out onto the streets. So he just remained quiet for the main part, trying not to bother Mark in any way. 


"Hey, do you feel like going to the studio today and meeting my two other bandmates? Maybe we could even 


make some sort of session and get to know each other better musically.” 


Myles' ears perked up from where he had been sitting on the couch and noodling around on Mark's acoustic 
that hung on the living room wall while humming some sort of melody on top of it. Mark was in the kitchen 
and talking on the phone when he interrupted his conversation to throw that question at Myles, waiting for 


some sort of answer. 
"Um, yeah, why not? I'm in!" 


Myles went back to playing after that, deep in thought about what could've caused Mark's distance from him. 
He would do everything to turn it back to the way it had been. Or maybe Mark wanted the distance between 
them because he didn't like him as much as Myles had hoped. That thought immediately caused the edges of 
Myles' mouth to drift downwards. 


He finally heard Mark saying goodbye to whoever was on the other side of the line before walking over to the 
living room, Myles looking up at the doorway when the taller guitarist appeared in it. He looked happy but 


controlled in a way as if he was trying hard to keep something in that was really hard to control. It made 
Myles frown but Mark didn't mention his change of expression, just addressing him again 


"Well, we have to get going in about fifteen minutes, will you be ready by then?" 


Myles just nodded with a brief smile that showed the confusion and disappointment he felt in the current 
situation. He damned himself for letting it show and tried to leave the situation as quickly as possible, putting 
the guitar back onto its hook on the wall before pushing past Mark, throwing something about ‘freshening up' 
over his shoulder. The guitarist didn't even try to keep him from leaving the situation. 


Myles quickly changed clothes and took care of his hair and face before calling it quits and meeting Mark at 
the door, pulling on his jacket and boots without another word. 


The whole ride was silent and when Myles finally summoned up the courage to start a conversation about the 
elephant in the room, Mark pulled into the driveway of a brick house that seemed to be the studio he'd talked 
about. Myles therefore quickly sealed his lips and prevented the words from spilling out of them, following 
Mark to the building without another word. 


After a few knocks, the door was opened by another man that looked quite friendly and happy, immediately 
heightening Myles' mood as well. 


"Hey mate, good to see you again! How have you been holding up these last few days? We haven't heard from 
you at alll", he greeted Mark with a brotherly half-hug, the guitarist just shrugging in return to his questions. 
Something was bothering him and Myles could see that the man in the doorway immediately noticed that, too. 
But thankfully, he didn't address it yet. 


‘I've been okay Flip, honestly. I've just had a hard time dealing with the loss of Scott, it affected me more than 
| thought, | believe. And by the way, this here is Myles." 


He turned around to the man behind him with a sincere smile for the first time that day, reaching for his 


arm to urge him to come closer. 

"He's hiding, as always. Come on, say hi to Flip, our drummer." 

Myles blushed in light embarrassment due to Mark's words and gentle touch and finally found himself directly 
in front of the shorter man that looked at him with curious eyes. Trying his best, he got out some 


stammered words with a shy smile. 


"Hey, l.. Im Myles. Myles Kennedy. l.. I'm a friend of Mark's and he asked me to try out for the singer's 
position today." 


God, he had fucked that up. 


But the drummer only smiled back with a warm welcoming expression on his face, ignoring the hand Myles had 
extended towards him and pulling the stunned man into a hug instead. Directly feeling his nervousness starting 
to fade, the singer pulled back again and smiled more widely at the other man, following him into the building 
when he gestured for him to do so. Mark trotted down the hallway behind them, keeping his distance from the 
man he wanted to hold close again so much it hurt. But he couldn't do that, he didn't want to pressure Myles 
into anything in any way. 


Arriving at the back room and actual rehearsal place, they were greeted by Brian, who was just as open and 
welcoming to Myles as Flip had been. They were obviously glad to be able to make some music again without 


the hole of a singer ever since Scott had left. 


Myles stood aside while the other three band members set up their instruments, waiting until everything was 


tuned and ready to ask a question. 
"Hey guys, um, what song will we play? And do you maybe have some lyrics for me if | don't know the song?" 


Mark immediately met his nervous and insecure gaze with a soothing one, thinking for a bit before answering 


properly. 


"Well, | think that Creed songs are probably not the best way to start this off since | believe we will be a new 
band with its own songs. We actually had some ideas flying around that we didn't use for Creed songs so we 


could do one of those." 


The other two band members nodded in agreement at the guitarist's words, Flip directly chiming in with an 


idea. 
"What about Metalingus? The song we sort of finished in the last session?" 


After everyone had agreed while Myles was just watching the three mates, Mark went over to some sort of 
cupboard, pulled out a stack of papers, and started to go through it. The shy singer hesitantly went over to 
him, stealing a glance at the papers from over his shoulder. They were scribbled full of words, presumably 
lyrics. 


As if Mark had noticed that Myles was standing behind him he leaned back slightly, letting the shy humble 
man rest his chin on his shoulder. Myles was quite surprised at that gesture after Mark's distancing attitude 
these last few days but he melted into it, either way, desperate for any kind of contact from that man since 
it always brought him peace and a feeling of being loved. 


Wrapping one of his arms around Mark's shoulders he took a step to stand beside him, getting an even better 


view of the task the younger one's fingers were performing. 


"Can | help you with anything?", he asked softly in order not to break the content silence between them, 
Mark's expression changing to a smile even though he didn’t look at him yet. Myles felt the warm bubbly 


feelings rise up in his chest again, taking his heart into a firm grip. He was much too far gone on that man. 


Mark flipped a few more pages before he finally let out a sound of triumph, pulling out a lyric sheet and 
meeting Myles’ gaze. 


"Everything's fine, | found it. | just hope you can read my handwriting, it's quite messy sometimes’, he said 
while chuckling, tiny dimples in his cheeks showing that were quite rare to be seen. Myles immediately felt 


special again. 
"Thanks, | think itll be alright" 


They gazed at each other for another moment before Flip cleared his throat, asking if they should start the 
song. Heat directly rushed to Myles' cheeks and he gave voice to his approval, listening to the band playing the 
song without vocals to get a picture of the way the melody should be sung to be fitting. He immediately 
noticed why Flip loved the song since it had quite a long drum intro, but above all, he was blown away by 
Mark's abilities. That guy was just unbelievable at guitar. 


The dynamics between the three ex-Creed members were incredible and Myles prayed that he would be good 
enough to fit in. They finally finished and Myles couldn't help but applaud. 


"You guys are crazy good. | really hope I'll meet your expectations", he gave voice to his doubts, Mark chiming 
in before he had a chance to depreciate himself further. 


"You're amazing. Start believing in yourself and now show us what you got just like you showed me a few days 


ago. 
Myles nodded with his cheeks in flames again, accepting the mic Brian handed him with a quick nod and a flash 
of a shy smile. And as soon as the song started again, he was in it with all of his soul. He sang his heart out 


and hit every single note perfectly, his shyness being thrown out of the window. 


The three other members watched in awe as Myles performed, the singer behaving as if some kind of switch 


had been flipped in his brain from introverted to extroverted. It really was a fascinating thing to watch. 


When the last chord had finally rung out, Myles looked at the other three with widened blue eyes and a big 


question in them. 
Was | good enough? Or was it too much? 
"You're in’, all three others said in unison with disbelieving grins on their faces. 


They had hit jackpot with that man 


wun 


The four men continued to work through song ideas the whole afternoon afterward, sorting them and trying to 
develop the promising ones. To Myles’ actual surprise, they were very receptive to his ideas, noting them down 


eagerly. 


The general atmosphere was amazing, all of them getting along with the others as well as if they had known 
each other forever. Brian finally offered Myles to show him the rest of the little studio house, Mark and Flip 


staying in the rehearsal room with a content silence in the air between them. 


"Where did you find hime", Flip asked softly in order not to break the vibe. Mark's eyes directly started to 


glitter at the mention of their newest band member, his lips being tugged into a widening, dreamy smile. 

"| found him in a bar | went to after the whole shit with Scott went down. He was all desperate and broken and 
he hadn't slept properly for weeks. It was horrible to watch. One night when | went there, he was actually so 
exhausted he fell asleep with his head on the bar counter while having some sort of horrible nightmare. | 
couldn't look at him in that condition anymore, so | decided to take him home and take care of him. It's the 
best thing I've ever done." 

Flip smiled fondly at that little story, watching Mark's face closely before asking his next question 

"Did you tell him that you're in love with him yet?" 

Mark's eyes widened and his head snapped around to meet Flip's gaze, panic being writing onto his features. 
"What... How..?" 

He was completely out of it and Flip inwardly chuckled, placing a soothing hand on his friend's back. 

"You really wanna tell me it's not possible to notice that? Have you seen the way you look at him? Not to 
mention the way he looks at you. You act like some teenager does around their crush and you wanna tell me 
you see him ‘just as a friend'?" 

Mark was out of words at Flip's statement, letting it sink in. Yes, he knew there were some feelings he felt 
whenever he looked at Myles that he had never felt before and that overcame feelings you should feel for a 
simple friend by far, but he also knew that he wasn't gay. How could his mind combine something like that? 
‘lm not gay", he, therefore, said, trying to make himself believe his own words. Flip just chuckled. 

"Yeah, and | am the Pope." 

Mark glared at him at that comment, trying to get a hold of himself. If he thought closely about it, Flip was 


probably right. He wanted to protect Myles, hold him, caress his hair, look into his eyes all day long, kiss him, 


make love to him.. 


God, who was he even trying to fool? The latter few things were definitely nothing that could be related to 


‘friendly’ emotions. He forced himself to see the truth and came up with Flip's resolve. 
He was indeed in love with that man. 


But he had absolutely no idea how to tell the other man. He had to do it soon though because he wasn't sure 
how much longer he would be able to hold these feelings of desperate longing inside. 


He just really hoped Myles would feel the same way. 


Chapter 8 
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Mark woke up first on the 27th of November, finding the slim man he had admittedly fallen in love with next 
to him still fast asleep, the longish dark-brown hair obscuring the content expression on his face and one of 
the well-defined arms hugging the pillow beneath his head. He was so incredibly beautiful at that moment that 
Mark felt like it was too much to be able to see him like this. He had grown stronger and healthier in the last 
few days, his body weight now being equal to the ones of average men his age, and the dark rings beneath his 
eyes had disappeared. And the thing Mark was most proud of was that the light had filled Myles' eyes again, 
those beautiful blue eyes now constantly glistening like two perfectly polished sapphires in the sunlight. 


Giving himself a mental shove to convince himself to get up Mark left the room, making his way over to the 
kitchen. Pulling a big quadratic package out of a hidden corner behind one cupboard, he placed it on the table, 
quickly getting the wrapping paper and doing his best to wrap it up properly. When he was finally satisfied, he 
made two cups of steaming coffee and went back upstairs to his bedroom, placing the mugs on the bedside 
table and opening the curtains to find the world covered in a thick, fluffy-looking layer of glistening white snow. 
It made him smile immediately and his smile was only able to widen further when he let his gaze drift over to 
the beautiful man still buried beneath the sheets, the full rosy lips being tugged up at the edges even in his 


sleep. 


There had been no more nightmares ever since they had started to sleep in one bed and Mark felt very 
honored to be able to scare the demons away that efficiently. While he was carefully studying the other man's 
perfect face he noticed how he scrunched up his nose in an adorable way, his body shifting lightly and pushing 
down the sheets a bit, revealing the smooth skin of his strong upper chest, the colorful ink creating the 
octopus on his right upper arm getting even brighter in the rays of sunlight coming in through the window. 


Mark didn't know how long he had been sitting there watching the work of art in front of him, but he finally 
leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on the other man's forehead, running one hand through the soft 
strands of his hair when he pulled back, watching the deep ocean blue eyes flutter open from beneath long 
lashes. 


"Good morning, birthday boy!" 


Myles first just looked at the gentle guitarist that smiled like he had been excited for this day for weeks and 
tried to gather his thoughts to know what was going on. But as soon as Mark's words registered in his head, 

he matched the smile, propping himself up onto his elbows to take a look around. Mark immediately pulled back 
with a slight blush, walking over to the bedside table to get the two mugs of coffee. 


"| made you some coffeel", the guitarist said when he arrived next to the singer's bedside again, a bashful 


smile gracing his slightly reddened face. 


"What did | do to deserve this? You're much too sweet to mel”, the singer replied with a slightly raspy 
morning voice and the light in his eyes shining brightly when he looked at Mark The guitarist blushed even 
harder at that and handed over one of the steaming mugs before retreating over to the bedroom window, 


gazing at the snowy landscape. 
Just a little while later, he felt a body coming up behind his own, leaning against him. 
It snowed again" 


Myles' soft words whispered against the guitarists sensitive skin behind his ear made him shiver slightly. His 
heart was set on fire once more when the other man placed his cup of coffee on the bedside table again after 
another sip, wrapping his arms around Mark's waist to cuddle further into him. God, how could he survive 


being so close but not quite close enough for much longer? 
"You know, there was never someone who woke me so sweetly on my birthday.” 


Mark blushed even harder at that comment, a slight chuckle emerging from between his lips. He could hear 
Myles chuckling too, the warm clouds of breath hitting the back of his neck in short repetitions. They had 
started to become that close ever since Mark had admitted to himself that he was in love with the other 
man. He didn't shy away from any kind of contact anymore, something that Myles clearly seemed to 
appreciate. Especially since he was a human furnace and Myles wasn't, causing the older man to snuggle up to 
the younger one each and every night. Mark couldn't help but feel like there was some bigger background to 
Myles behavior on that part, like his feelings might be returned in some way. Nevertheless, he was still 


scared to death to make some kind of move. 
Or worse, tell him about his feelings. 


Myles finally parted from the embrace again, reaching for his abandoned cup of coffee and taking a few sips in 
content silence, then turning away from the guitarist and stripping on some clothes. Mark was warm but 
without a blanket, Myles started to get cold if he stood around with his chest still bare to the slightly chilly 
air. Mark snapped out of it, too, turning around and watching the other man as inconspicuously as he could, the 
heat rushing through his veins once more when Myles’ back and arm muscles flexed to pull one of Mark's 
sweatshirts over his head, the taut belly getting covered by the soft fabric soon after. He was so unspeakably 


perfect it was unfair. 


Myles' blue eyes then met his gaze and he immediately lowered his head, knowing that he had been caught. 
The guitarist chose that moment to leave the scene, telling Myles to follow him over his shoulder. The singer 
remained in the room for a little while longer, smiling to himself when he recalled what he had just witnessed. 


If all of his instincts weren't failing him, Mark had indeed been checking him out. And he had been so flustered 
at being caught that he had left as quickly as he could. 


Myles passed a hand through his messy brown hair, trying his best to look somewhat presentable before he 
pulled the neckline of the sweater over his nose, taking in a deep breath while closing his eyes. The wonderful 
scent of Mark and safety immediately filled his nostrils, his smile growing and his eyes sparkling even more 


when he finally decided to follow Mark into the kitchen, taking the two abandoned coffee mugs with him. 
Reaching the kitchen's doorframe, Myles’ breath caught in his throat while his eyes went wide in surprise. 


The kitchen table was decorated with all sorts of colorful things but mostly blue ones, like a bouquet of fresh 
roses in a pale blue color. There was even some silverish glittery confetti scattered around that accented 
everything even more. The main aspect that Myles noticed though was the gigantic package wrapped in a blue 
wrapping paper with silver stars throning in the middle of the table, a little card resting on top of it. There 
even was one big white candle next to it all, the soft glow of its flame reminding him of all the warmth and 
care Mark gave to him, and of all the love and effort he had obviously put into the whole scenery he saw in 


front of him. 


Mark himself was leaning against the kitchen counter, fumbling with his fingers in obvious nervousness while a 
hopeful smile played on his lips when he saw Myles’ expression. The singer was left mouth-opened, his eyes 
wide and glittering as he took it all in 


"Why..? What have | done to deserve this?", we're the first words that he managed to breathe out, looking at 
Mark with so much thankfulness that the younger one's heartbeat immediately sped up big time. 


"You made me so happy during the last time, | could never repay you for what bright light you brought into 
my world. So just accept this, maybe it'll give you the same happiness you give to me." 


Myles just shook his head disbelievingly, slowly stepping closer to the table and running his fingers over the 
cool, smooth wrapping of the present. He looked over at Mark again before picking up the card, as if to ask for 


permission to open up the present and fully embrace it. 


Is yours, so what's stopping you?", was all Mark said in return and Myles nodded with a bashful smile, 
lowering his gaze at the lines that Mark had written to him. 


Hey Mylo, 


Ive thought about what to gift fo you for a long time before | decided on this here. You've made me the happiest 


Ive been in years, happier than music could ever make me. Either way, | know that music is as precious to me as 


it is to you and with this present, | tried to give some of your lost music back fo you | really hope youll stay in 


my life forever since life without you seems useless by now. 
/ wish you the happiest of birthdays and all the best! 
Mark 


Myles' gaze quickly flickered over to the still-wrapped present, understanding dawning on him before he looked 
into Mark's hopeful greenish-brown eyes with his own widened ones, lightly shaking his head in denial. 


'No.. You can't gift something like this to me, that's way too much to ask for!" 


"I insist on you having this. Please, Mylo’, Mark said in return, holding the gaze until the older one eventually 
gave in, nodding shyly and turning to the present again. He carefully peeled off the wrapping paper, opening the 
gigantic paper box to encounter the black leather of a guitar case. Holding his breath, he opened the clasps, 


pushing the top open like he was opening Pandora's box. And indeed, it was his own personal Pandora's box. 


Inside the smooth black leather case laid a breathtakingly beautiful PRS guitar, the wood's contours showing 
beneath the painting and giving it a noble kind of look. The paint consisted of several shades of blue that grew 
darker towards the edges of the guitar's body, finally ending in a pitch black. All in all, it was the most 
beautiful guitar Myles had ever seen in his life. And it physically pained him to think about what it had to have 
cost. Mark had gifted it to him though, even though the singer knew the guitarist didn’t have all the money in 
the world and had to save his earnings, too. It was such a selfless gesture Myles almost knocked the younger 


man over with the force of his embrace. 


Mark was completely stunned but didn't complain in any way, directly looping his arms around Myles’ waist in 
return to pull him close. Normally the smaller man would hide his face against his chest and try not to look up 
at him but it was different this time. Myles looked straight into his eyes with the tips of their noses almost 
brushing the other's, Mark's heartbeat increasing so much he feared his opponent would actually be able to 


hear it. 


"Thank you, Mark. This is the most generous thing anyone has ever done for me. Seriously, thank you so 
much." 


The smaller man's bright blue eyes bore into Mark's with so much intensity he feared he wouldn't be able to 
answer. And when he noticed the golden dots framing the dark pupils for the first time, he gave up on speaking 
altogether. He was hooked. Hooked in the worst way possible. His arms tightened their embrace unconsciously 
and his hips went numb from being pressed against the edge of the counter but he couldn't care less. Not 
when he saw Myles‘ gaze drifting to his lips before meeting his own again, one hand carefully resting itself on 
the back of Mark's head when he didn't get any kind of discouraging answer. And from that moment on Mark 
could only witness how those plump rosy lips moved towards his own until he could feel the lightest of soft 
pressure against them, a million sparks shooting through his body in ecstasy. Myles was kissing him out of his 


own initiative. 


Somehow, that thought seemed to have sparked some kind of reaction in his mind, his lips melting against 
Myles' when the latter started to kiss him with more ferocity, the shyness and the hesitance falling down 
further at every passing moment. Mark was sure he was actually dying because it felt so good and he had 


wanted it for so long. God, that man really drove him wild. 


Within seconds they were kissing like there was no tomorrow, Mark's fingers tangling in the soft, dark-brown 
strands of hair he had grown to love so much to pull the smaller man closer while Myles‘ calloused fingertips 
wandered beneath Mark's sweater, leaving scorching hot imprints on every square inch of bare skin they 
touched. Their blood was rushing in their ears, drowning out any kind of noise that they might have noticed 
otherwise, Myles pressing so close to the guitarist that he almost climbed him. Mark felt like every sorrow 
and problem he had had was blown away by each of Myles’ kisses, leaving him thoughtless except for that 
warm bubbly feeling he had already identified as love spiked with a major amount of affection, possessiveness, 


and longing. 


The warmth blossomed in his heart like a long-lost flower, his lips curling into a wide smile against Myles’, the 
latter slowly pulling back a bit to meet his gaze again. The sight of the darkened blue eyes filled with the same 
longing he felt himself and the slightly messed-up hair from where he had curled his fingers into it sent a bolt 
of heat straight to his groin, Myles’ fingers twitching against the bare skin of his back and letting him know 
that he wasn't the only one who had started to become aroused. 


"Mylo.. What brought that on?", Mark finally managed to say with his breathing still significantly faster and 
heavier than normal, absently sucking his bottom lip into his mouth as if to remember the way Myles’ lips had 
tasted. He was going to wake up and notice it was just another fantasy that always filled his dreams, he was 
sure of that. But the way Myles' hand tightened its grip on his waist, fingertips gently digging into his soft skin 


showed him that he was indeed not dreaming. 


"I. | don't know.. Couldn't help myself anymore | guess.. And after what you did for me | thought that you 
might feel the same way about me that | do about you", Myles tried hesitantly, looking into Mark's eyes again 
with a hopeful blue gaze, his lips still reddened and slightly puffy from the first kisses they had ever shared. 


Mark could only smile at those words, knowing that he had been somewhat right with his assumption. The man 
clinging to him was starting to get shy on him again the longer he didn't reply acoustically, the duck of his 
head and the slight slump of his shoulders speaking for itself. Therefore, Mark hurried to get something out of 
his mouth. 


Not knowing how it happened, just knowing that it happened, the three little words that had been laying on the 
tip of his tongue for a few weeks already at that point in time, slipped out of his mouth and into the silence. 


"| love you.” 


His words surprised him almost as much as they surprised Myles, the smaller one directly meeting his 


affectionate gaze with wonder in those beautiful ocean-blue eyes. 


"Wh-what? Did you just say what | think you did?" 


Mark contemplated lying for a second but then his heart screamed at him to not take it back in any way. He 
had been holding his feelings in for too long, and apart from that, he had made them crystal clear already by 
replying so longingly to the singer's kiss. So the guitarist just nodded his head with a hopeful expression 
plastered onto his facial features, watching how Myles' face started to glow as if there was a light trying to 
break free from within his body. 


"Oh my god, Mark.. I.. | love you, too! You can't even imagine how l'm feeling right now!" 


The taller man just pulled the flustered, ecstatic man closer again, placing another kiss on those heavenly soft 
lips to shut him up from starting to babble. If Myles' brain worked on overdrive, his mouth tended to be 
faster than his mind. Mark had dreamed about being allowed to shut him up in that exact way for a few 
weeks by then, his mind still not being able to believe that his dream was becoming reality. He was honestly 
able to say that he had never felt as content and happy as he did right at that moment with the man he 


loved in his arms. 


Little did he know how fast things could change. 


Chapter 9 
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You egoistic piece of shit! How could you ever fall for him and take all that you took from him? He suffers from 
it, too, but you dont care! 


Myles started to tremble when the voices in his head got to him again after the most wonderful day of his 
life. Mark had told him he loved him and gifted the most beautiful guitar he had ever seen to him, cuddling 
him for the whole day and spoiling him with a cake and a delicious dinner in the evening. They had cuddled up in 
bed that night and Mark had fallen asleep with a gentle smile on his lips while Myles had stayed awake. He 


wanted nothing more than to join Mark in dreamland but the demons in his head were keeping him up. 
Leave hm.. He doesn’t deserve this.. He doesnt deserve you using him! 


Trying to convince himself to stay in his cuddled-up position with Mark he squeezed his eyes shut. He couldn't 
give in to this again, he just couldn't.. 


But the trembling in his body wasn't able to convince him of his positive thoughts, the negative ones taking 
over with all their might. They forced him to move and get up out of the bed, silently picking up Mark's 
clothes that he had worn the day before and pulling them on, leaving the room on wobbly legs. It was wrong, 
so damn wrong to run away from a situation like that. Mark would probably be worried out of his mind. But it 


didn't matter. He needed to get out. 


Shuffling around in the dark while doing his best to stay quiet and keep his panicked breathing under control 
Myles finally found his boots and his thickest jacket, pulling them on impatiently before pushing open the front 
door and stepping out onto the freezing cold streets on that late November night, the icy wind stinging his pale 
cheeks. The demons were pushing him though, making him move forward and in the direction of what he knew 
was the inner city. He needed to get to the "Wild Wild’, he needed his whiskey to drown out the voices in his 
head. 


Just when he had turned into another neighborhood he hadn't been in before, he was met by the sight of a 
few shadowy figures hovering next to a building. Something about them told him he should run but he didn't. 


He just watched them and even got closer. Well, until one of them finally saw him. 


"Hey there, pretty boy!" 


Completely dumbstruck and not knowing what to do Myles froze in his movement, not even the approach of 
heavy boots on the concrete sidewalk being able to shock him out of his immobilized state. They reached him 
and he could smell the alcohol on their breath immediately. Still, his legs refused to move. 


"Well, well, what do we got here? That jacket seems quite warm, care to share?", the apparent leader 
addressed him, Myles‘ eyes widening and his head shaking in denial on its own. The other, taller and stronger 
man just smirked evilly, grabbing him by the collar and forcing the jacket off his shoulders, throwing it over to 
one of his mates that caught it with a chuckle. Myles immediately started to shake from the searing cold 
boring into his skin, and Mark's warm sweater started to cool down due to the frosty temperatures almost 


directly. What did he do? Why didn't he just stay with Mark? 
Now you finally get what you deserve.. 


The voices in his head caused his mental stability to become even weaker, his bottom lip starting to tremble 
and his eyes filling with desperate tears. He tried his very best not to let them show but the stranger in 


front of him noticed, his grin spreading wider across his face. 


"Aw, why are you crying? We haven't even got started yet", the stranger said in an amused innocent voice, his 


tone then dropping to an almost snake-like, evil hiss when he added, "You filthy little sinner...” 


And then it was all back to the start again, hard knuckles crashing into his cheekbone and blinding his vision 
with the immense wave of pain washing over him. The other men seemingly took their leader's first hit as a 
starting signal, rushing to help him out and throwing more punches at Myles from all sides. He went down 
eventually with the nightmares he had fought against all this time replaying clearly in his head, his body hitting 


the icy hard concrete floor face first and almost immediately blacking out from the pain 


wun 


Mark awoke the next day with an uneasy feeling lingering in his belly. He couldn't quite make out why he had it 
since he had finally found love again the day before, his dream being filled to the brim with Myles’ sparkling 
and happy blue eyes. 


"Good morning Mylo", he whispered into the silence after he had yawned thoroughly, smiling slightly when he 
didn't get an answer. Great, so there'd be a possibility to wake him with a gentle kiss for the first time. 
Turning around and slowly opening his eyes he found the other side of the bed empty ard cold, indicating that 
Myles had gotten up a long time ago. The uneasy feeling directly wound itself tighter around his heart, making 
him gulp to keep the lump in his throat from choking him. 


Getting up and out of the bed, Mark found the clothes Myles had worn the day before gone, making a short 
trip to every room of his small house only to find Myles still missing. And when there wasn't even a note to 
tell him where he had gone off to, Mark's concern grew significantly. Thinking intensely about what to do, he 
finally got an idea 


Picking up his phone he called Myles: number, drumming his fingertips onto the tabletop while waiting for the 


line to connect. 
Please connect 


After the fifth ring, there was still no answer but just when he was about to disconnect the call and enter a 
full-blown panic attack, the line connected. 


"Myles? Hey, where are you?" 
"Sir? Please stay on the line, it's the DMC Hospital speaking." 


The lump in Mark's throat grew so gigantic at those words that he thought he might just pass out due to 
suffocation at any second. The hospital had Myles’ phone. Myles was most likely in the hospital. Something bad 
had happened. 


"Sir? Sir, are you still there? Could you please give us your name and the name of this phone's owner?" 


The slightly hurried voice shook him out of his traumatized state, helping him clear his throat before starting 
to talk with his voice shaking heavily. 


"My.. My name is Mark Tremonti and the name of the phone's owner is Myles Kennedy. He is alright, isn't he?", 


he tried as calmly as he could, his heart cramping when there was a long pause on the other side. 
They're just writing down his name, everythings alright.. 


"I'm afraid that's not the case. Are you closely related to Mr. Kennedy? If so, would you be able to come over 


to the DMC Hospital right now?" 


The words he heard broke his heart, tears starting to spill uncontrollably down his cheeks while his grip on the 


phone turned to a white-knuckled one. 


"lll be there as quickly as | can", he managed to press out from between clattering teeth, finally hanging up 
and squeezing his eyes shut, trying to stop crying in order to be able to drive a car. His heart was fluttering 
against his chest walls like some desperate caged bird that was trying its best to break free. Taking deep 
breaths he was finally able to stabilize his breathing, his trembling fingers helping him to push his body into a 
standing position again, walking over to the door and throwing on his boots and jacket. It was only now that he 
noticed Myles’ boots and jacket were missing. So he had really tried to run away from him. What had he done 
to deserve this? He had been so sure that Myles' feelings for him were as real as the ones he had for Myles. 


Maybe that was a foolish thing to think. Maybe it had all just been one gigantic lie. 


Forcing himself to stop hanging in his thoughts the guitarist finally got out of the front door and found the 
way to his car, turning the heat up and starting the engine. Absently he remembered how he had done the 
same when he had first brought Myles home with him over a week ago, the freezing, tired man leaning into 


his side and falling asleep. God, how he wished for it to be like that again. 


Mark didn't actually know how he was able to make his way over to the hospital since he didn't remember any 
part of the drive when he finally arrived. Numb with fear and concern he parked his car, shortly contemplating 
whether it was a good idea to enter the building. 


‘Oh come on, man, he needs youl”, he finally mumbled to himself, giving himself a mental shove and opening the 


car door, leaving into the freezing cold and walking over to the main entrance to push open the gate. 


The warmth immediately seeped into his bones due to the change in temperature and he looked around for the 
service desk, finding it slightly to the left of him. The seriousness of the situation hitting him once more he 


quickly made his way over to it, looking at the woman behind it with round eyes widened in fear. 
"How can | help you, sir?" 


| need to see Mr. Myles Kennedy, | spoke to a male doctor on the phone. My name's Tremonti, Mark 
Tremonti", he replied with a wavering voice, the woman's eyes lighting up in understanding. She ruffled through 


some paper and pulled out a certain sheet, nodding at him to motion him to follow her. 


Mark walked down the long, linoleum-covered hallways behind the young woman, finally being led into a room. He 
gasped loudly while the shock seeped into his bones, paralyzing his body in the doorway. There were two people 
in that room but he only had eyes for one. 


Myles laid in that hospital bed, the white sheets contrasting heavily with his dark hair while also making him 
seem even paler and more fragile. There was a thick white bandage wrapped around his forehead, his dark 
locks peeking out underneath it on the sides. The skin of his face was bruised heavily, one eye being swollen 
shut while there was a giant purple bruise stretching down from his left cheekbone to his jaw. His lip was split 
open twice, tiny black stitches already holding the swollen, red skin together. 


His arms and hands rested on the top of the blankets sheet, one of the forearms being bandaged up and his 
hand already containing an IV cannula. He looked horrible and Mark's heart broke just a little bit more when he 
heard the steady beep of the machines connected to his body, any signs of the happiness radiating off the 


older man the day before completely gone. 
"Mr. Tremonti?" 


Mark managed to tear his gaze away from the horrible sight in front of him, finally catching sight of the 
other man in the room through eyes blurry with unshed tears. It was another doctor, probably the one he 


had talked to. 


"Oh, I'm sorry | didn't say anything. l.. | just..", he wasn't able to say much more before the tears overwhelmed 
him, choking him up at the end of his sentence and leaving him to stand crying and lonely in that desolate 
white room. The other man just patiently waited for his heartbreaking sobs to fade into silent sniffles before 


addressing him again. 


‘I'm so sorry, Mr. Tremonti. No one deserves to see people close to them in this state. | just wanted to offer 


you the information we have about Mr. Kennedy's current situation and the situation we found him in" 


Mark was just able to nod lightly at those words even though his stomach already rebelled in fear of what he 
was about to hear. The other man gestured for him to sit but Mark didn't want to move over to that table in 
the back, sitting down on the edge of Myles' bed instead, taking one of the pale lanky hands into his own and 


intertwining their fingers. Oh, how much he would give for one faint little squeeze. 


"Well then. We found Mr. Kennedy this morning due to a woman calling the ambulance in complete panic. He was 
beaten up and bruised quite badly but the main problem was the giant hypothermia he suffered from. That 
probably was one of the reasons he was unconscious and at first, we honestly thought he might not make it. 
He was only wearing a sweatshirt and no jacket and was therefore shivering even while unconscious. It was 
quite a scary thing to watch. We tried our best to get him warmed up and fix the bruises and we can now 
safely say he'll survive this. His body still needs some rest though, that's why he hasn't properly woken up 
yet. But please let that fear be taken from your shoulders, he won't pass away. It's just a matter of time 


before he'll wake up." 


Mark had listened carefully to every word the doctor said, silent tears continuing to trickle down his cheeks. 


Myles didn't deserve this. He only just got better and was in the hospital now. Life was everything but fair. 


Gazing down at the pale man he had grown to love so much he didn't know whether to scream or cry in 
sadness and anger. Why did he run away? Why did he put himself into that dangerous situation? Did he even 


love him? 


"Why Myles? Why'd you do it?", he whispered gently into the silence, getting no answer just like he had 
predicted. The silence swallowed him whole, the only sound cutting through it being the doctor's steps echoing 
in the hallway when he left the two of them alone and the steady beep of the machine measuring Myles’ 
heartbeat. Mark just felt so completely and utterly alone. 


With a shivering sigh, he let his head sink forward onto the white sheets, closing his eyes and gently holding 
onto Myles’ pale slim hand when he drifted off into a shallow sleeping state. 
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Mark awoke again due to a hand on his shoulder gently shaking him to pull him out of his sleep. Opening his 
eyes and trying to get them to focus he was met by the sight of a young nurse, looking down at him with a 
sympathetic gaze. 


"Hey there, I'm sorry | woke you up. | just need to quickly check on Mr. Kennedy here", he addressed him with 


a soft voice, sending him a warm smile since she obviously noticed that Mark felt horrible. 


Its alright, I'll get myself a coffee in the meantime then", Mark replied with a weak, raw voice, lifting himself 
up from the unhealthy, painful position he had stayed in while sleeping, gently letting go of Myles’ lanky fingers 
after pressing a kiss to the top of his hand. 


"l'Il be back in a sec, Mylo", he added in a whisper before turning his back on the scenery and stepping out into 
the desolate hallway. He didn't even know what the time was already, so he quickly searched for a clock on the 
wall before walking over to the coffee machine in the lobby, and pouring himself a steaming cup to feel 
warmer. The clock told him it was shortly after 4 p.m, helping him decide what to do next. He needed to figure 
out whether he could stay with Myles for the night, and he also needed to talk to someone about the 
situation. And whenever he felt as destroyed as he did right then, he knew exactly who to call 


Quickly getting his phone out of his pocket he dialed a number he knew by heart already at that point in time, 
listening to the few rings before finally being greeted by a happy, euphoric voice. 


"Hey there, Mark! How's it going?" 


Besides his current situation, the guitarist couldn't help but smile at all that optimism pouring out of the 
speaker. 


"Hey Flip." 


"What's wrong?", the drummer immediately asked when hearing Mark's resigned voice, the concern clearly 


evident in his words. 


Its about Myles", the guitarist replied with a sigh, rubbing the back of his neck in nervousness and thinking 
about the best possible way to explain the situation to his friend. 


"What happened? Did you finally tell him about your feelings?" 


There was excitement in Flip's voice at those words and Mark smiled, looking down the desolate hallway he had 


come from again. 


"| did. | told him yesterday on his birthday and he said he returns my feelings. We had a wonderful day 


yesterday and he even kissed me." 


Flip was actually screeching in joy on the other side of the line, clearly happy that Mark had followed his 


advice. But he quickly became serious once again. 
"Wait, those are great news! But why do you sound so sad?" 
"Flip, something horrible happened." 


His words hit a shocked silence, the drummer drawing in an audible gasp. Mark actually didn't know how to best 


portray the whole situation but he chose to just go with the bare truth. 


"Myles.. he ran off this morning. | still don't know why but | know that | sit in the hospital right now that has 
a beat-up, bruised Myles in one of its rooms who suffers from great hypothermia They found him on the 
street later this morning and told me he had almost died right at the scene." 


There was a long pause in which Flip didn't say anything, Mark feeling the tears bubbling up within him once 
again It cost him so much to tell that horrible story. 


"Oh god.. Can | help you in any way? Wait, no, scratch that. lim already on my way. DMC?" 
"Yes, but you don't need to-" 


The line went dead before Mark was even able to finish his sentence, leaving the phone buzzing in his hands. 


But overall a soft smile tugged on his lips. He couldn't believe how caring and loving his friends were. 


Choosing to go back over to Myles' room he stopped dead in his tracks in the doorway, watching as the nurse 
went to close the front of the unconscious man's white robe again after checking on the bruises. And man, 


he'd never seen such bruises. 


Blue and black painted Myles’ pale skin all over, some of them even appearing to be imprints of the heels of 
heavy boots. They contrasted to the pale skin and white robe so heavily that Mark's stomach turned in 
misery, his eyes not able to look away though. The nurse eventually saw him standing there and beckoned him 


over with a soothing smile. 


With great hesitation in his steps, the guitarist walked over to the side of Myles bed, taking that pale slim 
hand in his own again and caressing the back of it with his thumb gently, as if he feared it might break from 


being so fragile. He looked at the nurse with a question in his eyes, the hurt and concern showing clearly. 


"Hts alright, Mr. Tremonti. It looks far worse than it is. He is healing well so far, and thankfully there's no 
damage of his inner organs. The bruises look like ugly ones but they'll become lighter in shade eventually and 
fade completely. But it's natural that you are so horrified by the sight", the nurse explained in return, the 
tension easing from the guitarists shoulders somewhat at the words he was hearing. Myles would be okay 
again and fully recover, at least physically. The mental aspect would not be as easy. 


Softly gazing at Myles' pale sleeping face, he tucked some of the long dark locks behind his ear, carefully 
grazing his uninjured cheek with his thumb while a sad smile rested on his face. He would always love that man 
since he managed to also be beautiful to him while carrying several flaws on his outside. Mark just hoped he 


had meant the words he had said the day before. 


Just when he seemed to notice that Myles had somehow leaned into the touch and his eyelids had fluttered, 
he was pulled out of the moment by a slightly annoyed voice in the hallway. 


"Look, please, he's a friend of mine! Will you let me see him please?" 

"Sir, we can't let anyone in that isn't registered as close friend or family. Please understand-" 

"Jesus, just ask Mark in there! He knows I'm a friend of Myles!" 

The guitarist looked up when the nurse came in, slightly annoyed and with a stress-related reddened face. 
"Mr. Tremonti? There's a Mr. Phillips here to visit, do you know him?" 

"Yes, he's a close friend of Myles and me. You can let him in", he replied and saw the nurse blushing furiously 
in embarrassment, her apologies to Flip echoing in the small hallway when she turned back to retrieve him. 


Just moments after that the drummer entered the room with frustration but relief on his facial features. 


"Hey there, Mark. Damn nurse was giving me a hard time getting in here", he stated with a chuckle that 
immediately turned into a frown when he caught sight of the man in the bed. 


"Jeez, what happened to Myles? You didn't tell me it was that bad!" 


Mark just shrugged with an exhausted expression on his face, continuing to caress Myles' smooth, flawless 
cheek and feel the soft strands of hair beneath his fingertips from time to time. Flip immediately noticed how 


bad his friend was feeling and walked over to him, pulling him into a hug without any warning. 


Mark didn't know how much he needed that until he found himself relaxing, sobs breaking free from his chest 
and his shoulders trembling, the situation overwhelming him once more. Flip just rubbed his back in silent 
support, giving him the comfort he needed at that moment and meanwhile noticing the gentle movement on the 
other side of the guitarist. Focusing his gaze on the matter while continuing to lend comfort to Mark he 
encountered Myles who started to shift, his eyelids fluttering before one of those blue eyes opened slightly, 


looking around in disorientation before his gaze came to a rest on the two men beside his bed. 


"Mark..", he croaked out with a hoarse voice, the guitarist's head immediately shooting up from where it had 
been leaning against Flip's chest. He turned around towards the bed and when he encountered Myles looking 


back at him, his eyes filled with tears once more. 


"Mark.", the slim singer repeated after swallowing properly, his voice being slightly smoother than before. But 
somehow, the innocence that action held within itself made Mark see red. All those worries he'd had flashed in 


front of his eyes and all he could come up with was deep hurt, sadness and anger in a way. 


"| cannot fucking believe you", was all he managed to get out from between clenched teeth, tears spilling down 
his cheeks when he got up without another word and left the room. Myles‘ gaze followed him all the way and 
he could hear the first sob breaking free from the other man's chapped lips when he closed the door behind 


him with a little more force than necessary. 


Once outside, the guitarist couldn't hold back his own sobs anymore. What did he do to deserve this? He'd done 
nothing wrong! Why did fall for that guy, that guy who obviously had gigantic problems that led him through 


life? He damned himself for loving him so deeply. How could he allow himself to fall for him? 


Frustrated with himself he left the building through the long corridors, lighting up one of the emergency 
cigarettes he always carried within his jacket pocket. He just needed some alone time to sort out his thoughts. 


Inside of the room Flip was left with an injured, crying Myles that continuously stared at the door in the hope 


that Mark would come back in any second. 


"Hey, Myles, just give him some time. He really needs to pull his thoughts and feelings together, | think all of it 
was a lot for him to take in’, Flip tried reassuringly, locking his gaze with Myles’ while a soothing smile played 

on his lips. The singer just gazed at him for a long moment before he nodded with a sigh, leaning back into the 
pillow and being silent for a few seconds. But to his actual surprise, Myles chose to talk again after just a few 


moments. 


"It was all like the beginning again. They beat me up, they called me a pretty boy and a sinner and pushed me 
to the floor, kicking me.." 


Flip held his breath at what he was hearing, chosing to just let Myles talk and get it all off his chest. 


"They didn't even care what my name was. | just wanted to get a drink to drown the demons in my head, but 
they stopped me, made me suffer instead.. Mark.. he'll hate me.. he'll think | wanted to leave him.." 


"Myles, he would never do such a thing! He could never hate you, l'm very sure of that", Flip tried and Myles 
met his gaze with a wan smile. His eyes showed a dullness and tiredness that hadn't been there for quite some 


time. 


"Why did he leave then? Why didn't he stay and keep me company then? There's no one who will ever love me, 
| never should've opened my heart up to him. It was hopeless right from the beginning.’ 


Flip had absolutely no response to those choked up, heartbreaking words. Myles’ eyes were filled with hopeless 
tears that spilled over his cheeks from time to time, his dull blue eyes staring at the ceiling while their gaze 

zoomed in and out of focus. The drummer didn't know what to do about the situation so he took one of Myles’ 
hands in his own, giving it a gentle squeeze to get his attention. The singer's head lolled to the side and the dull 


blue eyes looked into his own, heavy with exhaustion 


"Hey, Myles, would it be alright if you sleep a bit? | need to have a talk with Mark But I'll definitely stay here 
if you need me right now", the drummer tried gently, Myles just shrugging weakly and closing his eyes. Flip let 
out a little sigh at that choice, slipping his hand out of Myles' pale slim one and getting up to head for the 


door and search for Mark. Those two really made it a lot more difficult than it originally was. 


He found the guitarist outside of the building, furiously smoking a cigarette while pacing around the sidewalk. 
His posture was stiff and Flip immediately knew he was still angry in a way. 


Approaching him from the side he placed a hand on the other man's shoulder, causing him to flinch and his 
head to snap into his direction. His eyes were filled with exhaustion and sadness, almost the same emotions he 
had seen in Myles' eyes just a few moments beforehand. It made him gulp heavily before trying to address 
him properly. 


"Mark, what are you doing? | understand your pain but you can't leave a broken man the way you did." 


The guitarist flinched at those words, throwing the remnants of his cigarette onto the sidewalk before 
stubbing it out with his boot. His shoulders slumped and before he knew it, the tears were running down his 
cheeks again, Flip taking him into a soothing embrace for another time that day. Clinging to the drummer's 
body he took a deep breath, trying to force some words past his lips. But the only one that came out was the 
one that had constantly been on his mind for the last agonizing hours. 


"Why?" 


"| suppose you'll only find out if you give him a chance to speak his mind", Flip mumbled somewhere near his 
ear as a silent answer, his embrace loosening slightly. Mark regained his composure at those words, his body 
pulling itself out of the comforting embrace on its own. His mind was still whirling with different thoughts that 
seemed to fight each other, but his heart was calling to him, drowning out any background noises coming from 


his mind. 


And it called for Myles. 


It called for the deep blue eyes that held such trust and hope whenever they gazed at him, the lush rosy lips 
whose bottom one he always bit when he was shy and nervous, the dark brown strands of hair that obscured 
the handsome face in an adorable way and the slim frame that seemed to fit so perfectly against his own 


whenever they embraced. So he knew what he had to do. 


“Alright, I'm gonna talk to him. You sure that that's a good idea?", he said while hesitantly glancing at Flip. The 
drummer just nodded encouragingly with a soothing smile on his lips, gently nudging the guitarist's shoulder in 
the direction of the door leading back into the building. With a defeated sigh Mark turned around and pushed 


open the heavy door again, walking down the linoleum-covered hallways until he arrived back at Myles' room. 


The door was closed and Mark wondered if Myles had just fallen asleep or if he had waited for him to come 
back. Taking a deep breath he pushed open the door, his gaze immediately landing on the curled-up figure 
beneath the rumpled blanket. A mop of dark brown hair poked out of its top, the sight causing the edges of 
Mark's lips to get tugged upwards into a soft smile immediately. He had really lost his heart to that fragile, 
adorable man in that bed. 


Slowly walking over, he noticed that Myles was turned away from him, not noticing when Mark silently slid back 
into the seat next to the singer's bed, and watched him with a caring gaze. One slender hand was placed on the 
sheets to Mark's side and the guitarist took that as an invitation, gently placing his own on top of it, stroking 


his thumb gently over its now warmer soft surface. 


He was still in deep thought when the fingers suddenly entangled with his own and Myles slowly rolled over, 
watching him curiously out of deep blue eyes from beneath long dark lashes. Mark's breath caught in his lungs 
once again at the shared gaze, a shy smile tugging at the edges of his lips. Clearing his throat gently he finally 
started to address the injured man with a hoarse voice. 


"| think we need to talk." 


